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WITH THE FUBY AND PASSION OF A MURDERER, HE SRIZED ME AND DRAGGED ME TO THE EDGE OF THE WATER 


7 
t and 
never 


I falter over the tm; 
To-day is to-day, bh 
Well, tt 


ted glance to-morrow when my 


and 


‘tre, 


reme! How shall I meet Madame’s stern 


befo 
and 
tarn 
“ Miss Holmes, attend to your work, ff you 


Ah, well! 
wise to look forward too much | 


prepared task } 


a thon come the 


k 


tily, and sgain bend my eyes over 


text, 
Madame has left Phyllis Clintop, and is again 


afternoon.” 


the fact that there is to be no more Idling 
“ Young ladies, you may put aside your books 


Another half-hour slips by, and 


'” 
I start 


the 
for me; therefore, with » suppressed sigh of 
wor 


the further end of the room, So I recognise 


resignation, I really set vs 


fully 





"pe some difficult passage | sunny; and to-morrow-—— 
rases Dow 


then the two commence a low and earnest 


preg, ag 


Iden sun- | seated at her delicate lace-work in her seat at 


page and 
er mela The 


a time, I | p) 


or 


and pupil! Still the same pages lle open | work fn 


Tree EE 





THE FATE OF PHYLLIS. 
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room, and I am free! Free to wander forth Into 
the golden sunshine, and amuse myself accord- 
ing to —— ideas. 
I rise hastily, and crossing the room to where 
still slts Phyllis Clinton over her Italian trans- 
lation, I ask her what she is about to do?” 
‘Finish this paseage and then practise,” she 


forward anxiously to the time when he will once 
egaia meet the little maiden whom he hopes one 

y to— 

Yes, grave matter for deep thought fs con- 
tained in this part of my father’s letter. 

I read the Hines again, then lean forward and 
rest my chin in my hands and thiok. 

I am only just seventeen ; just at that ege 
. which is eo proverblally sweet to most young 
appalling on euch a deliciously hot June after- | maidens like myself, —shall I add it—very 
noon, therefore I glance rather contemptuously pretty | 5 
at the bent head of my friend, and, then, with » | ~ The mirror each morning verifies that it isn’t 
olighs clues of my ag Sry turn away. ae 4 

aking my garden-hat from its peg in che ghd figure, fair, oval face, framed with a 

I saunter forth into the golden sunlight, across on oa of bright ‘hair, which clusters thitkly 
the smooth well-kept lawn towards the ve of | around my brow in natural ringlets, laughing 
copper-hued beeches ; on past these til] 0 8} blue eyes, and . mouth—well, not too wide, and 
small shrubbery of glossy-leaved laurel and | yet wide enough to display the double row of 
prickly holly ; down this till I reach a wicket- | yen white teeth beneath, Sach {s my portrait, 
gate, then I stop. But to retarn. 

Leaning both arms on the rustic woodwork 1} My father’s words seemed to ring forth from 
reflect whether I shall proceed farther. the thin , and to. conjure up the face and 

Beyond me lies a fair, smiling meadow, all | form of that “other to whom he refers, 
golden with buttercups ; and yet, again, beyond aicce, and I met him at 
Tcatch a glimpse of a silver stream winding fn | my cousin's, the Lady man of aboud 
and out between the drooping elders and feathery thirty years, with grave face and graver manner. 
willows, which guard ite bavks. And yet fate has linked his lot with mine in 

IT contemplate the distant scene longingly and strange fashion, =~ ry 
wistfully, for it is forbidden ! Some distant connection of mine and his 

Ab, that is: the secret hae lent zest to | yeaueathed her aa to as conjolntly, 

ther, 


sonpnetlans study sesms perfectly 


many a pleasure since Mother Eve plucked the 
apple eo long ago | 

Forbidden | aud, therefore, I natnrally had a 
great and intense desire to stray away among the 
golden buttercups and meadow-grass, and rest 
amld tue drooping elders and willows. 

Yes; and as 1 hesitate etili the 
distant scene, the longing becomes more and 
more intense, and at last it conquers me, 

Regardless of Madame’s strict injunctions that 
her pupils shall not stray beyond certain bounds, 
I open the wicket-gate, and le ting it fall with a 
gentle click behind me, I pass on into the for- 
bidden land, 

How eweet the air is here, and how pleasant 
sounds the swish-swish of the yellow blooms as 
their frail stalks bend beneath my tread ! 

On I stroll, admiring all, till at length the 
winding path I am following leéd@s me. to the 
verge of the sllyery stream. stop and glance 
around me, Not a living creature—human or 
animal—ts in sight. SoI take off my bat, fii 
it down on the and then proceed to ; 
into my favourite seat—a stunted branch of one 


of the a willows. 

Once fairly eettled I give a sigh of perfect con- 
tent. Below pedis Cpe ey ba little ail- 
very stream, a! me I can catch a 
oe eT da wins wi 

ow for e's letter!” I ex as 
draw forth an from my co 

Three sheets are Inside—three sheets closely 
written in my father’s own prized handwriting, 

I have read the letter over many times before, 
but there fe something in It that s 
requires my consideration, and so bave 
brought {t ont here, where lam sure to be free 
from all interruption. 

I merely scan the first sheet, also the first 
and second peges of the second, and then 


in a measure. 

True, I had never yed seen any other that I 
should prefer ; for Iam but seventeen, and have 
met bat few of the other sex, and not one whom 
I could prefer to my grave jover | 

Just at this point in my meditations a little 

ossamery gnat btrz% by and settles on my fore- 
fread. Impatiently I put up my hand to brush 
and then, as-Ido so, the opened sheet of 


** Popele’s letter!” I exclaim, balf alond, 
then prepare to descend in order to rescue it 
from the danger which eéems awalting it, Bat 
to make the 


Hastily drawing forth my purve I reach for a 
coin, 

Some farmer’s boy, I conclude, must be my 
good Samaritan. For the meadow is so close to 
Madame’s grounds, and has no entrance save by 
the wicket-gate through which I have passed, 
that I do not look for any Intruder save a 
labourer. 

“Thank you for picking *P my letter, and 
here fs aixpence for you!” I ssy, meanwhile 

the silver cdin to the boy I imagine is 
standing beneath. 

I can’t see anyone, 20 thick are the leaves, 
but I stretch “forth my hand to the spot. from 
whence Ihave received my rescued property 
afew moments previously. But my money is 
not taken, and no reply comes from the “ boy,” 

“t Here is elxpence for you, boy |" I repeat, In 
londer tones, stretching forth my hand still 
farther through the green ecenery, 

“Thank you very much, bat I fear I have 
not merited so great a reward,” comes the 
anawer. And atthe rame moment my coin is 
taken from my fingers, aod s face 


the crumpled page, rad on, in subdued tones, 
“And now, wy little daughter may expect 
very soon to see her father, I 
follow thie letter by-the next steamer: 
glad I shall be to! see my own 
T cannot express! And I feel sure she 
pare @ hearty welcome for the father 
been so long absent from her, and 
thought so much of her eince he parted 
that dark November evening seven y 
And then there fg another who is 
ward anxiously to the time when he w 
sgaln-meet the little maiden whom he hopes one | through the leaves—a face, but nob of the “boy” 
dey tc ———. But there {fs time enough: to: talk | Thad imagined, 
of that! LIshall nob beable to spare my little | - 
daughter to anyone just ye,” and so on. 
I had read enough. 
All that I had brcught the letter bither, the 
a to think it over, is contained in ‘those few 
ae, ' S 


“And then there fs another. who is looking 
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siege 
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eyes, and smiling mouth, only partially hidden 
by the drooping moustache. - 

This isnot the “ boy’ I had expected to see, 
and for a time I am from confasion ; 
aud etl that smiling face—and still that per- 
sistent gazs from those brown eyes. At last I 
glance up, sbyly, and murmur forth words of 
apology for my mistake. 

** Do not apologise, pray. Iam most happy I 
have been fortunate enough to. render you such 
a alight service, and most happy to be so well 
Ob gl gi back the sixpence! Of 

Ob, please give me 6 ce 
course I thought ib. was someone else, or I should 
not have been so rude!” I exclaim, growing 

‘8 





re Were thy 1” Taski 

ot ones ” a | 

“Very,” rep Sa '* See, I have them here 

“e better presereeeee ea. his seore vio 
e companion. ws from 

hechaal y or two of starry, blue-eyed blos- 


am 1 have drawn forth one tiny epray, and 
am g wistfully at it. eas 

‘* Will you accept it in rebut for. the—the 
small coin!” he murmurs, in low and soft tones. 

And I, school-girl as I ara; em fast falling 
deeply in love with this @, aod blush 
dainty ao Zand my tage low down over the 
pm rr paces bo 3g 1 and- my stranger 

“ y it ll we meet again—for we shall meet 
pgain, I sure, and very soon, I hope. Now I 
must say farewell for the as it fe nearly 
siz o'clock, and I havean ap to ker p 
at that hour.” 3 

I glance up shyly then, and readin the glance 
I receive from the awe eyes—well, what] have 
never experienced, 

Tee, with a low bow, my companion turns 
away, and I am once again alope—alone, and 
free to recall it all—the soft and winning tones, 
the admiring ce | 

Then I | down at the foweret I hold in 
my and so intense become my thoughts 
that I my lips, and let them rest upon the 
innocent petals of his flower! I am but o 
school-girl after all ! 

Then visions of a stern and displeased vissge 
rise before sheng as I draw owd my watch 
(dear Popale’s latest gift | ) and uote the hour. 

" Bow Jate I shall be!” I exclaim, mentally, 
as I scramble down from my nook amid the 
green leaves. 

Once again on terra jirma I retrace my steps 
across the flower-bececked meadow, through the 
t- gate, up the shrubbery, and so on, 
find gee within my own chamber, 
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I look round hastily, and—the room te deserted 
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The grey eyes are fixed stendfl 
distant horizon, while the red 
faintly and Indistiactly, words 


ear, 

© Phyllis, what Is it?” I cry, a I tighten my 
. oy evident alarm arouses her‘ fully 

— 
aveet inde Oe 
nanes, ehe replies,-—- 

“Nothing, Avis, dear. 
Oaly a something seemed 
hour just how, 
moment, and upon this very day, 
thing once 
my whole ilfe; and 
acide, try az much 
dear. I am very sotry I so startled you,” 

“ Tell me more, Phyllis?” 

; I may 


but nob now. 


i) 
a 


amile frradiating her counte- 


Tt bas now, 
to 
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if 
4 
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E 
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eyes full upon me, with «| chee 


to mé which has darkeded | 
which I can't forget or put’ 
as Twill! That is all) Avis, | ‘then 
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, 'No, I can’t believe that, for her handsome 
tace and speaking grey eyes have {inspired even 
poor ailly little me with a feeling near akin to 
reverent worship, and what power and fascina- 
tion she must possess when those eyes sre lighted 
up by love's flame! No, ib can’t that ehe bas 


belleve that; but then, what can it bet 
I and puzzle over the mystery as I 
to atroll along in silence by Phyllis’s 


down the emal! shrubbery now 
front of us is the small wicket-gate, 
SE eae tal tt alle to-night |” Pb 
ow t to-night |” iis 
aa abe leans against the rustic aie aul 
dewy meadow. 
have shut thelr eyes, 
and ate modding sleeplly a: the light evening 
slender stalks, while a faint 
is borne to onr ears from the di- 
feathery willows and derk-leaved 
eldere. 


I make no reply, for the sight of meadow and 
sownd of stream has brought ft all back to me 
more vividly than ever. 

“ Avis!” 
I-start, while the hot flush mounts to my 


ks. 
* What is it, Phyllis" I question. 
“© @Do you love the man whom your father 
Tad 


wishes Co) 
knows that I am promised in a measure 

to Roy Seton; for I have no secrets from her 

b one. 
“4 Dove him, Phyllis? Ol course I do not. 
Why, I have only met him once in my life»and 
but overy little passed 
newer, carelessly, 
~ Bat you will marry him, Avis!” : 
©] do not know. I suppose I must, or Popsle 
will be sorely diaappolnted.” 

“ Ab! You would sacrifice your life to please 
your father!” Phyllis exclaims, hastily; and 
there le a subdued agitation in her voice, and 


between us,” I 


you just now that this 
t, wh! 
have ‘no 


I turn my head, and glance at the small case 
which Phyllis has drawn from her pocket. 
Take {t, dear!” Phylils. continues, “aod 
open it.” ta 
 “T eomply in aflence and woaderment. 

My fingere press the smell spring, the lid 
files up, and there, disclosed to my astonished 
and restiag amid the pure white Uning, is a 


= 
“ . 


4 


ve atighd to wear it, Yea, child, 
£0 appeslinely at ms with those 
pac at eg Tb is a long story, and I 
nob it upon you to-night. Only, 
mber I have warned you, and I warn 
to be induced to pledge your 
{if you can’t promise your heart 


| me more!" I plead, sob- 
A, 's strangely cold manner and 

upon me. 

aw forgettiog myself 
more to-night, Only re- 
some day you shall be 
reason to do so. Now, 
for the dew is falling 


ps.” 


age 


& 












from man’s faithiessness. I can never | fault, 


the head resting on my arm trembice violently. 
“Phyllis, how strange you are to- }t ‘You. 
‘are not well, surely? Shall we go° rs 0 T 


(Madame’s exemplary Eoglish assistant) mocte 
us at the ha!! door. 

* Young ladies, Madame is much vexed with 
you for prolonging your stroll in the grounds, I 
was juet prepariog to come fn search of you.” 

“7 am very sorry, Miss Arden ; it is quite my 
I detained Miss Holmes ; I will explain to 
” Phyllis replies in calm tones, 
And II -feel I cannot appear again before 
Madame and the others, for the traces of my 
recent tears are still upon my cheeks, and J am 
so uD at Phyliis’s etrange manner and 
stranger words, So I murmur forth something 
respecting a “ violent headache,” and received & 
by mo means permission from Miss Arden 
to repair at once to my charaber fnstead of join- 
ing the othera In the Mbrary, where Madawe fs 

about to superintend the evening devotions. 

“Good night, Avie dear!” says Phyllis, as 
she presses my band affectionately, and then 
turns away to follow Mies Arden into Madame's 
presence, while I slowly ascend the staircase and 
seek the solitude of my room. 

Oace inside, with jocked door, I give way to 
the flood of tears which Phyllis’s words and the 
day's excitement have produced. 

Later on, as I Me reatless on my pillow, Imuce 
and ponder on my friend's strange menner, 
while ever before me I see the plain golden 
circlet which she has shown me, 

's How I should like to know all.!’’ I exclatm, 
mentally, as I tous from. side to side in vain, 
seeking the repose of which I am so in need ; 
but tired out nature succambe at length, and I 
am in dreamland. ‘ 

By my elde is the form of the stranger, met 
for the frat time that day, and from hia lips 
flow soft and honeyed words, to which [ listen 
greedily. And thes, just as my band is atealing, 
forth to meet his outstretched palm, the form of 
Phyllis Clinton appears, and her fixed grey eyes 
and scornful countenance intervenes betwixt me 


and my love. 

She speai:s with warning to the one, and with 
hot, indignant speech to the other. And, then, 
slowly her face and vanish, and I am alone 
with the stranger. :Well! it fs a moment of 
supreme bliss for me. 

" Oaly a horrid dream,” 1 tei! myself when I 
wake tre following morning, and find she pure 


ich | golden sunshine streaming in through the uan- 


curtained window, and hear the sweet, glad 
notes of the feathered songsters without, 

Only = borrid dream, whore. remembrance I 
will chase from meas speedily as posible, And 
so, reassured in mind and rested In body, I 
descend to the breakfast-room, and, with the 
sight of Phyllis’s handsome face, all aglow with 
erofies and i greetings for me, this 
black ghost of my dream vanishes, and I am once 
more the light-hearted Avis Holmes. 


* ° 


A week passes slowly by, for 1 am Kept 
prisoner indoors by a severe attack a. 
consequent upon my wan so late in the 
grounds that eventog with Poyliis At leaat 
po gem so, and “ pyrene exe 4 = 
good srguing on such a b, Ww it m- 
possible to decide 1 3 

Therefore I meekly submit to a darkened 
room, and drink uncom: ngly all the potations 
which Madame thinks fit to administer, Aad all 
the time I am inwardly chafing at the iliness 
which fs & me indoors such lovely weather, 
and also which is deterring me from visiting my 
favourite spot. 

I have plenty of time to reflect fully upon 
that one chance meeting with the brown-eyed 
stranger ; and the more I recall the same the 
more esrnestly do I look forward to another. 
My maiden heart has at length been touched, 
aud I know that I am fast learning to love this 


stranger. 

Then I thiok of Popsle, and that other, and 
wonder how it will all end. 

And still the Jane sunshine will make Iteclf 
visible through ere blinds, and enhances 
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and scothes me, and helps me to 
little longer. 
aix long days and siz long n'ghts pass 
by, and then the seventh dawns, and Madame 
finds me so much better that she gives me 
permission to resume my seat in the class-room. 
I gladly avail m of this permission ; and, 
really study hard, so as to 
restored to 


The scheme answers admirably; and when 
Mise Arden’s welcome voice proclaims that the 
stady hour fs at an end, I rise triumphantly, and 
ce away my books, cross to Phyllis, and ask 
er Hf she Is going out, 
PI sce he  ahe replica, Taortin ie 
lect, rep cing meanw! 

at the golden sunshine “can 

“And that means that you must make the 
most of the recreation hour, and practise dill- 
gently instead of wandering away with me?” 

Phyllis sighs softly. 

a e+ Boa always be paramount with me 
now, Avis dear,” she replies, Then adds, “ You 
will go to your favourite nook, I suppose ”’ 

* Yes, if I find the gate open,” I answer. 

“We muet get a stroll together after dinxer, 
Avis,” Poylliis says as she turns away to the 
music-room. 

And so Fate has willed that I shall go forth 
alone to meet this stranger—if he should again 
be there. I will take a book to bear me com- 
pany this time, I decide, 

I repair to the library and take from the shelf 
a volume which Madame has specially recom- 
mended to my notice; and, strange to say, I, 
who as a@ rule, care for no particular literature, 
am fascinated by the author’s style, and look 
forward to a quiet hour’s perusal of it. 

Oat in the hall to find my hat; then I set off 


in good earnest on my way to the drooping | 


willows and dark-green elders. 

The little gate is not locked, fortunately for 
me, I pase through, and once again ankle deep 
fn the golden buttercups and tall seedin 
grasser, | open my book and begin to read as 
walk along. 

‘* Mise Holmes!” 
forth. 

I glance hastily up, and find that I am. on the 
very ‘brink of the purling stream a few yards 
from my especial willow. 

I am so startled by the discovery that the 
book falls from my fingers with a splash into the 


water. 

“What will Madame say?” I exclaim, as I 
step back and ruefully survey the widening 
ripples which mark the spot where the volume 
has disappeared. 

‘Tam very sorry, Miss Holmes; I ought to 
have warned you more gently, and not quite so 
suddenly.” 

Then I look round ; and there, leaning care- 
lessly against the trunk of my own erpecial 
willow, hat in hand, and brown eyes fixed full 
op me, is my atravger. 

“My book!” I repeat, as the thought of 
Madame’s anger will force {teelf upon me. 

*' Was [t so very valoable, Miss Holmes ?”’ 

“It was borrowed ; and Madame prized it so 
much! And now it fe quite spoilt |” 

‘May I ask the title of the work, Mis 
Holmes $” 

I am so wrapt up m the misfortune that 
has befallen me that I fail to wonder how, or 
in what manner, the stranger has discovered my 


name. 

I teil him the title of the lost work, and at 
the name bis face brightens, and he exclaims,— 

“How very singular! It so heppens that 
I have a copy of this work, now, at this moment 
in my pocket. If you will allow me, Miss 
Holmes, I shall be only too delighted to place 
the same at your service for as long a time as you 
need it.” 

As he ceases speaking he places ia my out- 
stretched hand a volume, the very facsimile of 
the one which I saw diesppear ’neath the waters 
but a few moments previously. 

“Oh, thank you so much! I will take great 


a warning voice rings 


** Besides what, Miss Holmes !” 
"Oh, I was only going to remark that—really, 
T can’t explain myself ; only I know I shall not 
be able to come out here very often.” 

“T shall hope that we msy have many more 
meetings, Miss Holmes,” my companion replies ; 
and there is somewhat in his manver that makes 


me glance up shyly into the brown eyes, fixed so 
intently on me, while asmile lurks beneath the 
drooping moustache, Then he adcs: ‘* Miss 
Holmes, just say you hope, too, that our 
— may not be discontinued. Will you, 
ease ” 

"I do not know ; I——” 

* Just easy you do!” again pleads my com- 


What can I do? A momentary vision of 
Phyllis’s clear eyes fiits before me even as 
they had ap in my dream. A fiashing re- 
collection of Popaie and his letter darts through 
my brain. Bat I am too infatuated to gain wis- 
dom from such refiections, 

The tempter speaks again fn still more pleading 
tones, 

“See, Miss Holmes ; across the meadow, aud 
beyond the little gate, I see light robes appear. 
Some one has already missed you, and you say 
Madame is strict; jast say those few words, 
please, They will be such s comfort to me, till— 
we meet again!” 

I glance hastily across; a figure stands at the 
gate, and, as I look, it beckons to me, Go I 
must, 

“ We shall meet again ; at least—I hope so,” I 
murmur, Then one mors look, and, grasping wy 
book firmly, I speed rapidly away. 

“ Madame le as for you, Avis,” le Phyllis’s 
greeting, In calm, quiet tones, as I link my arm 
within here, and return to the house, 

Ten minutes later, and I am locked in dear 
Popsle’s arms, while the volume falls unbeeded to 
the carpet, 

* ” - ” * 

We are at Elford. Itis a dear, sleepy, little 
country town, and only wakes up occasionally 
when a bell is held in the winter, or the summer 
steeplechases take place. Bot for all its 
quietude and sleepinese I am very content with 
Elford, 

Popsle and I are so happy together. We have 
a charming villa jasta mile from the town—a 
villa which looks very pretty and picturesque in 
ite summer dress of roses, clematis, and other 
fregrant and bright-hued flowérs, and is cosy 
enough when the winter winds blow wildly and 
shriek around the walls, while all the ground 
outside is white with snow. 

I have my plano, and Popeie has his hookah, 
and so the evenings pass quickly and happily 
away. 

Sometimes, when alone in my own snug and 
prettily-furnlehed chamber, I look back to the 
deys I spent under Madame’s care and super- 
vision. 

One thing leads to ancther. From Madame I 
pass to Phyllls. Dear Phyllis! I wonder how 
she gets on, and I wonder what {s the story of 
the plain golden circlet she showed me that eum- 
mer's eve, which seems so long sgo now, though 
in reality but six months have passed since then. 

Shall I ever hearther history of the event 
which darkened her life at euch an early sge} 
And then my thoughts revert to the stranger, 
whose book I still possess. 

Yes! In all my hurried prepsrations for 


leaving Agenoria House 1 had remembered to 





Fifie pute the last fieishing touch to my hair, 
then throws open wide the doors of the wardrobe, 
and stands aside for me the better to view the 
gay dresses within—cream, pink, blue, and spot- 
less white! hich shall it be } 

My + pada attracted chiefly by the soft, filmy 
folds of one of my latest Parisian toilettes—a 
pure white skirt. 

“J will wear the white skirt, Fifie, and the 
forget-me-ucts which were sent with it.” 

** Mam’selle will look charmante!” exclaims 
my maid, raising her bands ecstatically. 

I smile contentedly, then sigh a soft little 
sigh. His flowers! How well I remember ! 
And how easily I can recall that summer's after- 
noon when first we met ! 

I feel some consolation In decking myself for 
the coming festivity in something which has ja 
some way been connected with him, [ am wrong 
in thus letting my thoughts and actions be con- 
trolled by a comparative stranger. Bat what 
will you! Iam very young. 

An hour later and 1 enter the crowded ball- 
room on dear Popsie’s arm, The son and heir of 
our near neighbour, Sir Wilfrid Targett, has 
come of age, and the dance is in his honour. 

“ Ab, Miss Holmes, most delighted to see you ! 
And you also, Colonel!” ¢xclairas Lady Targett, 
our handsome hostess, as we pause a few mioutes 
at the entrance to the ballroom, and render her 
our greetings. | 

‘Miss Holmes, I believe this is your fires 
ball ; therefore you must allow me to have the 
honour and pleasauré. Then I will bring forward 
others who will gy * prove more agreeable 
partners than myself, But you will favour me 
first?” 

Smilingly, I comply with Sir Wilfrid’s request, 
and soon I am floating round the room to the 
strains of the *' Myosotis,’”’ 

We rest a few moments ‘neath a tall and 
etately palm ; Lai gay round, eyeing the 

company sssembied, 
but few, when—ah, can [t be !-— 
among the circling couples appears a head which 
seows famillar to me. My heart beats quickly 
and my cheeks flush, 

* How like!” I murmur, and strain my eyes 
to catch a glimpse of the features belonging to 
the brown head. % te = deterred from — 
inspection jast then by Wilfrid's suggestion 
that we shall take our piso hela the 
whirling throng. I com he once sgain my 
feet skim the weill-waxe Be 

The waltz comes to an end, and then Sir 
Wilfrid brings me other partners, who duly in- 
scribe thelr ivitiale upon my programme ti)! there 
is space left but for three other dancer. Two 
of these are walizes ; the third isa quadrille. — 

“Ie my little daughter enjoying herself! 
Popsie aske, as my partner leads me to @ seat 
after a rather bolaterous, but still delightfal, 


‘alo nd 

a Ob, Popsie ! words cannot express what | 
feell” I reply, rather dramatically ; but my 
flashed fece and sparkling eyes are surely ev f- 
cient evidence, even though words are not for th- 


: That isright, dear,” comes Pupsie’s reply: 
and then cff I am whirled egeln by a iresb 
partner, 

Iam drawing near the vacancies on my pto- 
gramme, and am already wondering whetber I 
shall have to sit them ont all alone, or else ip 








care of this one, and return it-——” 


bestow his property away in eafe keeping from any 
prying or curlous eye, 





compapy with dear Popsle—and, perhaps, be 
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will be engeged for thees dances—when the square 
dance comes to an end, 


My partrer su ices and the cool con- 
servatory. I acq {nu the arrangement, and 
adjourn thither. 


e is a fat man of abont forty years, with 
but very little idea «f sustaining a conversation 
with a young girl of seventeen, 

All bis hopes and ideas seem centred in the 
upper, which {fs not yet forthcoming. 

‘ Such a horrid bore, having to walt til] an 
unearthly hour for one’s supper, don’t you think, 
Miss Holmes?” he questions, rather mournfully, 
a me the meanwhile with a huogry 
00. 

I sbreg my shoulders slightly; I can’t help 
it ! How can I—at sweet seventeen and thus 
enjoying my first ball—be expacted to aympathise 
with a prosaic individual of forty, respecting the 

very-day monotony of the supper-hour! Vanish 
-he idea t 

But I feel so happy myself that I cannot allow 
one unpleasant feeling to arike in my heard; 
therefore, emiling sweetly, I agree with him, and 
return to his suggestion of Ices. 

‘*The very t Miles Holmes,” he re 

Will you mind walting here while 1 
some! I will not be long, and you will find it 
delightfully cool here after the heated ball- 
room.” 

‘I will employ the time of your absence by 
wondering whether you will procure ‘straw- 
berry’ or ‘ vanills,’ Mc. Chalmers,” I laughingly 
reply, 88 I watch bis somewhat clumsy figure 
Gonnene behind « blossoming orange-tree. Iam 
alone 

A soft sigh riees from my heart, The smile 
quickly vanishes from my face, while my fingers 
—_ orth from the folds of my bodice s small 
packet, 

Opening it cautiously and carefully, with many 
a sideward glance, I at length disclose to view a 
withered spray of wild flowers, Only that! And 
ye*, how much It is to me! 

lt epeaks of a lovely summer's afternoon, When 
by the side of a silvery rivulet I firet met the 
mau llove! My love! 

Again the scene rises before me; my ludi- 
crous error and all! 

‘Dear little flowers!" I mormur ever so 
softly, as I lower my head and press my lips to 
the brown petals. “Ob, if only—if only he 
were here, I should, indeed, Be happy !” 

A slight rustling at my right causes me to 
glarce up hastily. My partner returving with 
the ices, I conclude; but {t is a false alarm. 

Not a footfall greets my listening ear ; not the 
faintest Indication of the proximity of any 
buman being save myself. I am still alone and 
free from intrusion, The surrounding plants and 
flowering ehrubs form an admirable screen. 

Again I lay my lips on the unconecious and 
senseless petals, and apostrophise them. 

“ Dear wee flowerets! If you could but tell me 
where he, who first plucked you as you grew 
down in the sunshine by the side of the cool 
stream, where he fs, how much more I should 
love you and cherish you! Yes, even more than 
1 do now—if that were possible. Bat I am very 
foolish, you think, But then, dear flowerets, I 
am soycung! And there is Roy in the future ; 
and I have no love for him! Ah, if——” 

Again the slight rustling; again I cover 
promptly the treasure on my lap; again I 
glance around, and this time I see—— 

“Mr, Disney !” I cry, with a little scream of 
delighted astonishment, 

Then quickly return my treasure to ite former 
poslion awid the folds of my bodice, and strive 
to atone for my first outburst of delight by 
®ppeariog more unconeclous and calm, but to no 

au 


purpose, 

My deeply flashed cheeks, and the glad light, 
which I feel is ehining in my eyes, betray me. 

“ Misa Holmes, I am fortunate at last!” says 


the sofp voice, as my hero crosses and places 
himself at my cide, 

An last! ; 

Toen he must have thought of me since that 
sweet Jane evening, which seemed 20 long ago to 
ine but a few moments previously. 

And now the presence of my companion has 





bridged the intervening days and‘weeks, and the 
events of that time when last we met are as 
clear to me, and seem but as things of yesterday. 

‘* Miss H are you not glad to eee me?” 
came the soft tones again, 

I feel that the brown eyes are bent upon me, 
and yet I cannot reply. I am still onder the 
spell of the remembrance of the events which 

presence has conjured so clearly before me. 

“Miss Holmes,” the soft tones proceed, and 4 
there is such a passionate ring in the sound that 
I start slightly, ad torn my bine eyes for s 
second upon the speaker's face, which is gra- 
dually more closely approaching mine, 

What I read thereon causes me to veil my 
eyes and lower my geze, while a hot blush 
euffuses my face and neck, 

“Ahi Iam not too late, then, Miss Holmes! 
Do you remember the words I so wished to hear 
from your lips that evening, just when your 
friend stood, with her light robes flattering in 
the summer's breeze, watchirg for your return ?” 

“Ab! Pbyllis was vexed with me, I know!" I 
murmur. ; 


* Phyllis |" 
Is turn and contemplate my companion, 
but time with surprise and astonishment de- 


picted in every feature. For there was such a 
ring of scorn, bitterness—nay, even hatred — in 
the word “‘ Phyllis,’ that I need an explanation, 

“Ab! I must sek yon to forgive me for thue 
startling you, Bat—vwell, itis such an ugly neme; 
do you nob agree with me?” 

‘I cannot say I do, I like the name very 
much, and my friend Phyllis——” 

PER,» ai mind her now, dear Miss Holmes— 

Ob, the thrill that pervades my whole frame 
as my companion utters my Christian name in 
those low, seducing tones of his ! 

‘* Yes, Avis! You will let me call you thur, 
for have I not dreamt and thonght of you ever 
since that evening when——Bat, Avis, darling ! 
I want to hear from your lips that I have not 
been entirely forgotten by you. You have thought 
sometimes of me, have you not, darling!” 

The dark-brown head is nearing mine, one 
arm Is around we, and I—I am powerless to 
resist the tide of love which is carrying me for- 
ward to—— (Ah! if I hed but known! had but 
aor & glimpse of the dark cloud looming 20 
near 

But no eprite appeared from the Borderland 
of Present and Fature to warn me; #0 I allowed 
myself to be carried unreslsting)y away npon the 
broad and enticing waves of love that comes but 
ovce Ine lifetime—the waves of a young girl's 
first love ! 

I am only seventeen ! and he Is my beau-ideal 
of all thata love should be! So I allow the em- 
brace; allow the soft words to aink down deep 
into my soul, and then murmur forth, still 
swayed by the little blind bcy's eubtle in- 
fluenc:1,— 

“Mr. Disney, I-have often thought of you!” 

“ My darling ! was the passionate response. 
Then his lips are laid on mine, and I knew that I 
had not thought and dreamt of my stranger- 
companicn in vain ! 

"But, Avis, do not say ‘Mr, Disney,’ but 
Lewie |” 

* Lewls |” I whisper, and then give myself up 
to the first wild, but supreme, moments of bliss 
that attend one’s first love | 

Yes, come they to whom they will_—age and 
circumstances entirely put aside—I maintain still 
that there sno moment that can compare with 
this—when love mests love thus ! 


“Avie, you haye made me very happy!” 
murmurs presently. 

“And I am very happy too, Lewis,” I re- 
spond, 


* Bat we muat not linger here, darlirg!” he 
continues, ’ 

* Ahl my late partner and the {ces !” I ¢x- 
claim, asthe somewhat clumey figure reappears 
with flushed face, and bearTog a mali tray where- 
on rest two glasses. 

“Miss Hulmes, I am eo sorry; but really it 
was not altogether my fault,’ he pants forth, 

To does nob matter, I aseure you,” makes 
reply my lover, ‘ Mice Holmes has been evppiled 








with other refreshment during your absence, 
Obalmers.® And now I belleve ft fs our wal z, 
Mics Holmes.” 

Arm-in-arm we depart, leaving my late part- 
ner steadily gszing after us ruefully, 

"Now, darling!” Lewis whispers, and ther 
—— Weill, for the time being, I amin Parcdiso’ 

Ah, that walis! 

Long after, even when the dark cloud bas 
overshadowed and darkened my flower-be- 
decked path—yes, even then, I remembered and 
looked back upon that waltz with feelings of 
regret and bap piness | : 

Ay, I recalled the slight prea:ure of my lover's 
encircling arm; the tcent of the flowers that 
formed so much of the decorations of tbe 
brilliantly-lit bali-room ; the thousand snd one 
other phantom-like minutiw that seemed then to 
fill, to the overflowing, my cup of delight and 
happiness! I was spellbound and uncontclous 
to all around ! 

Oxe fact sleo stood out prominently—I waa 
loved, and I wae in my lover's arms! Bud all 
things have an end in this world of short-lived 
enjoy mentr, 

it is not, however, till the Jasb note of ihe 
music had died away in fainter and fainter 
echoes that our feet stop. My lover leads me 
gently aside to asmali alcove, curtained par- 
tially from outelde intruders aod beholdere. 

"Did you enjoy it, Avis!” he asks, presently, 
as, his arm still around me, we etand together {a 
the curtained recess. 

" Enjoy it, Lewis! J have never enjoyed any- 
thing so much in all my life!” I reply, 

"T am so glad, dariing! Bat, see, another 
partner claims you for this dance,” pointing to 
the programme suspended from my fan. 

“Lewis, iake mo to Popsie, please; I shall 
dance no more to-night,” 

“You are tired, darling? I ought to have 
remembered, and not allowed you to continue 
that waliz for so long.” 

“No, I am not tired; but I am eure dear 
Popsle will be glad to return home ; and I have 
20 enjoyed this last dance, dear!’ J repeat. 

* As you wil!, Avie,” my lover replies, Then 
continues: ‘* But before I take you to your 
father I must claim one more kiss from my 
darling’s sweet lips! One more Avis, dear, and 
then we will together find the Colonel !”” 

We are alone! One more sweet embrace, 
and then, together, we turn away In quest of 
Popsie. 

* 


* * * ° * 


The gray dawn is appearing fast, and streaks 
of crimson are mingling already with it in the 
wiutry sky, ere F’.fie leaves me later on. Bat 
aleep, even then, will not come to ms. I toss on 
my couch restlessly, and lie awake from sheer 
jov, For fs nob Lewis Disney's kiss still fresh 
von my lips? Are not bis soft notes still 
1} aging sweetly {n my ear ! 

In faney I go over each little circumstance 
attendant upon this, my first bail; but chief of 
all those that are connected with my lover. And 
then that last waltz! Shall I ever forget it? 
Then I remember that Fifio has spoken of a 
missing trinket—a plain gold bracelet, with three 
superb pesrls! It was dear Popsic’s latest gift 
to me; and I feel more than vexed at it loss. 
But, nevertheless, a smile breaks over my face aa 
I récollect my maid's look of consternation, and 
her exclamation : 

“Mon Dicu! If they hadn't been pearls! 
Bat pearls are so unlucky! Ah, mam'selle, que 
le malheur vous suivra /"” 

And I laugh aloud ae I recollect this, Mis- 
fortune predicted to me by the loss of a few 

ls! I who am so happy just now! Im- 
posible! And then Fifie’s suggestion that by 
chance someone mpy find it, and in that case ib 
will be returned to me, for is nob my name 
engraved inalde it! But then again, Fifie 
deplores this circumstance alec,’ Misfortune for 
ita losse—and misfortune by finder and restorer ! 
Bab at lergih, wern out by all these varied 
recollections, I sleep. 

Again I dream of my lover, and, strangely 
enough, Phyllis Ciipton is again connected with 
him in my dream. The scene fs different, true ; 
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but the {dea remains the same—warning to the 
one; indignation to the other. 
” * * o ” 

“s on Porat -y hers oye 

. opale |!” I exclaim, plteousiy. 
“* Yes,” continues Popsie; “he writes from 


soquaintance with us on T 
sure I shall be very glad to see him though 
I mean to tell him at once that he must not 


think of taking my little daughter from me for a | | 


long time yet. Shall I, Avis?” 
Bad I can’t reply. sear Tg 
Two daye have passed by since Lady Targett’s 
dance, and I have seen nothing of Lewis Dimey 
-—of my love | orig ites SS 
Oaly a few words, enclosed with the bracelet 
which he found in the curtalned recess, where 


from town, the begin 
Nothing miore; but I read between the 
and understand fully the purport of the "' call.” 

And Popsle knows nothing pee H 

4 And his great wish is that I should marry Roy 
eton f I 

“My Wttle Avis, what is it? Are you so 
dreading meeting this lover of yours 1” 

We are eftting in Popsie’s own little sanctum 
this evening, he has his pipe, while I am sup- 
posed to be busily engaged upon some garment 
for a dear old woman whose acquaintance I have 
lately made. 

At Popsie’s last words I Isy down my a 
and, with tear-blinded eyes, cross the room ; 
then, “kseeling low at his side, I give vent toa 
dorrent of tears. 

** My little Avis! Tell me what it is?” says 
Popsie, meanwhile softly stroking my head, 

* Oh, Popsie, you will be so angry, dear ; and 
I ought to have told you before; but-——” 

“TY shall nob be angry with my ped!” P 
interrupted. ‘ Vexed, I may be, little Avis, but 
never angry! What has my ilttle daughter 
done that sho dreads rag father? Has 
she incurred some -terrible for any of the 
etceteras of the costume she appeared 
im at the ball the o night?” he asks, 


aa 
“Oh, no, Popsie. Ib is something much worse 
than that!” I exclaim, hiding my tear-stained 
met ABT then I ust give 1b up,” replies Pupele, 
“ t m ve ib up, ios Po 
while a little sigh escapes him. “T thoughs the 
pepe Pryde of young ladies’ troubles 
was aa a 
Bub, Avis, tell me all, Even if there is someons 
else that my Mttle daughter has seen, and whom 
she fancies she prefers to Roy Sebon—well, even 
then, I think I could 


Maree her oe lover ¢.” eisai 
! Popsie, I am so sorry to 6 4 
but I do so love Lewis!” I om od 


hi 
finally bring 
in the softest, possible manner (the subject is so 
new to me, and I feel rather shy),— 
** And oh! Popsie, he tells me he loves me, 
and I am to « 
week, when he hopes that-you will——” 
“Yes, If my lHttle daughter truly loves this 
poy t ang , and if he truly vip press 
ad him every respect worthy o! 
child, I shall throw no obstacle in the waren 
happiness,” 


E 


My father sighs heavily as I utter the 
words, and shades his face with his hand, 

oe: OR eoian t? ‘in 

* Avie, I am going to ou 8 8 and then 
you wiil — pg why fe e 
you, even though my plans for my little daughter 
are about to be frustrated.” ' 

I glance up hastily, for the volce is not the 
voice of my dear father, No, some change has 








8. 

* Ab last I was rewarded. Just asI had given | forth to her, her ladyabip turned 
up all hope, and was detas tudes towel tor a daughter on her arm, while I remained mate 
few minutes’ small talk with a pretty gich with the 


whom I had indulged In a somew 


flirtation, the batler — the portiére and 
announced ths dinner 





seen,’ was the information I received. There- ** Ae I proceeded the smile died away and waa 
fore, ib: was with no small amount of curiosity fora scornful and proud lock. When I 
and impatience that I awaited the ap; of | had ended she rose, and drawing her daughter’s 
de oe 0 Ra are ge A fo waar aus a pero taken. 
absent when the five o’ ten was - fingers ome . mm | 
pensed In the spacious tea-room, so had to walt * Good-bye, Captain Holmes, I am so sorry 
till the general assembling fn the drawing-room { this has- but you will understand 
for dinner. how ussless is your suit when I inform you that 
“I waa ready Ne an before the | my —. is already promised, by will, to 
time specified, and up anxionsly every | ano 
time the heavy velvet portitre was swang remaln for 
second within the had put 
Seen 
transfixed to My heart seemed 
| frozen within my body, while all’ my. senses 
seomed 


. At the saris time Lady | How long I remained thus I kuow not ; but 

daughter entered the room from | when ab I returned to the house Lady 

the conser. Caretaire her daughter had already left for 

“AbJ years rolled by since then. I have | the station, and there was a sound of » merry 

sesn many and varied scenes, but the memory of | laughter mingled with the clatter of china and 

that first meeting with Rose Carstairs is still | silver, p from the tea-room.! 

engraven on my mind, and stands out as freshly | ” That night was tho last I ever spent at Maid 

as ever. prt: prin oe eee oy ae 
‘* The dress she wore, the smile with which she | whirled away wards express. 

ac my bow, as my aunt introduced ee on coun wer tn ty cep bial! 


the happy moment 


her lps that she loved me! Sweet Rose Car- | glitter on their lashes. 


; for it was my | behind me for this sudden and early departure. 
Selukeg cee Gangs due tenn murecpeness [aor Ts 
were 8 too | nec 
happy, too bright, to last! I was her chosen | and, oh | how passlonately | 
and eacort My 


stairs! A few days more of wild, all-enthralling " Poor dear P {” I murmor, caressing the 


bifes, and thea——” 
Here Popsie again shades hie face with hi 


hands, while another-and deeper sigh escapes 
her, and shake | hia. 


- Never mind the rest, Popsle, I can 


something of what follows, and {t pains you so | my f 


s | atill more softly. 


ob. pr of it now,” I murmur, softly, laying my | I heard from « friend, who had’ been visiting 
wit 


hin his. 


« || Miss Carstairs to Lord 
Tsed' car tad aaaeaeme eagles al on, through the same agency, the news came to 
bright for os | me that things werd 


We loved on, and - talked 
the future, which was to be "so 


both, Bat we spoke not of aught of this to | tween my Lord and Lady Eo Be this 
an’ 


would neceseltate her 


; 


ventured to glance at Rose, w 


and walked care 
window, and from 


bey ond. 


A few moments later and I joined ber In our | assured that I am not even vexed with you. 
own little arbour, wheres, screened from here, ae d, and think and dream 
w 


view of passers-by, wo could discuss our plaus, 


"Lady Carstaire announced at breakfast one | evinced 
Y that she had reoslved 1 letter, which first led me to think of offering ber to share my 
immediate return to her | home with pe ee ina te 


“The news was received with oxpresslons of | queat her vast property to 

regret from the assembled party, and then 1 | Seton conjointly ; but both your mother 

was seated | agreed that the 

exactly oppoalte. See glance, and then he rose | never be allowed to separate 
away to an open French | lover, supposing that you should 

ce out into the garden | to Roy Seton, Aud now, Avis, I ha 


Uy ws her wish theh th dhnehl vemhole a beceot to love my first and beautiful love, Rose Car- 
for the present, and I consented ; for, to own the | stairs! ” 


“ Bat, Pop.e—my mother!” I question, In 
urprised tones. 


conditions of the 
‘ou 


may life's romance, #0 that you may resh perfec 
7 





of 
lover; go for a quiet stroll with the stars 





— = - 


o> 





THE LONDON BEADEB. 


439 











for my sole companions. It is so long since I 
spoke of my lost love that I quite 
restless I return I will 


write to Roy. Poor “Roy ! 
a ted, I fear me ; bat it was not t> be, 
Pp 


suppose. 

My father goes forth in the clear, 1) 
alr, and I am left alone. Siena 

x wisi dowlp te tg ore quater‘ tay tpee 
me, while slow tears my 
then roll rapidly down my cheeks, ven 
whatI have just heard. 

*T should die ff anything were 
from Lewis!” TI paselonately exclaim, as I 
and creep away to my own room, 
dulge In a hearty burst of tears at 
thought alone of anything, or anyone, intervening 
between me end my lover l 4 

“T wish he would come out!” I exclaim for 
the one hundredth time, as I pace slowly 
backwards and forwards along the shrubbery 


path, 

And now a footstep makes iteelf heard, and for 
the direction of the house. hema ae say Bag 
my restless walk, and walt with flushed 
Toere fs a winding In the path, and so I cannot 
seo the approaching figure, Tt comes In sight 
— : pdt he, a, oh, disappointment |— 
t ie 

Again [- resume my restless “walk; a I 
listen intently for the first sound u -" 


the 

—_ that may tell me of the ap of my 
lover 

My lover! Yes; he is here, and with dear 


Popsie! while Iam come forth into this seques- 
tered walk, unable to bear the suspense indoors, 
while awaiting my love’s coming ! 

How happy I feel ; for all be settled satie- 
presses hg = rebar won am a banter) i) 
own sad h . Therefore I pace up and down, 
and mesn g over sweet dreams 
in which Lewis's gare ever appears so con- 


epicuously. 

Suaddeuly my musings are interrnpted hy the 
click of the shrabbery-gste. . The gardener 
See) Fare <0 Ree, eR ey, ead, 

Sarely that light, springing can’t be 
Dobbin'’s! Not Obie and Prom ib comes, 


front the intruder u ray sweet te, A 
tall figure’ stands eee. over 
which fs fast breaking a smfle as [ open my 
blue eyex, and exclaim,— 
“Roy Seton 1” 
“ And there you are, Miss Avis |” ; 
Then our 
Ts fter Pony oR afr adiny a mh 
after a some pause, 
Roy Seton's 


He laughs, and then replies, — 
“Tam not sure, Miss Avis. I wrote to the 
Colonel, telling him of my projecte’ visit, but 


g 











TI break off suddenly, and then rafsing my syes 
to the grave face, bending down and regarding 
me so earnestly, I stammer forth ir «utck and 
agitated tones,— 

” ir lebter—Popseic’s letter ! 

“ A letter from the Culonel? I have had no 
reply to the one I wrote; but I do not wonder at 
it, as I have been away since I wrote, and did nob 
retarn to my club before coming here. Bat I 
thought I would run down and see you withont 
walting for further permission to doso, Was 
the letter a very Important one, Miss Avie? ” 

“* Yes, very.” 

"Oh, well, I can come again avother time, 
when it fs more convenient to——” 

“Oh, no! That would not do, Oh, I must 
tell you—and yet I can't! Ob, Mr. Seton, can't 
you guess- why I—I do nob welcome you more 
heartily }” I question, as I turn away and retrace 
my steps, Something like a desp sigh is borne 
tome as Idoso. Then with swift and hasty 
steps he overtakes me, 

**Miss Avis,” he says, In low tones, " if Wate 
fs agsinstb me I must submit; but I had so 
looked forward to this meeting! And now-———” 

“Tam so sorry, Mr. Seton; butI could not 
help it,” I say, naively. 

“Ab, Ihave dreamed a foolish dream, Mies 
Avis, and now the walking fe very hard; but, 
remember, wherever veo may be, or with whon- 
soever you may be, I shall always; hink of you 
with——-I was going to add with the same feel- 
{ngs, but I suppose that must not be, now that 
you are about to become the bride of another, 
Still, I shall never forget you, Mise Avis! The 
day may come—but no! That is Impossible 
now! Ishall nob stay to see the Colonel, I 
will write to him in a faw days,’ ’ 

uP 9, you will not say that you have met 
me ” 

" Certainly nob, if you donot wish ib mentioned 
I have some business which calls me to India 
again, and I shall sa!l shortly.” 

“But you have -only jush returned, Mr, 
Seton {” 

That does not matter, Mire Avis, I shall 
not care to settle down in Dogland now.” 


Did you get 


Ak, bow sad are the tones! AodI have 
caused all this sorrow ! but then | could not 
help Lewis | 


"Good-bye, Miss Avis,” continues Roy. Then 
glancing at the pretty pink-headed rose I am 
wearing at my neck, and which I have just 
gathered fo the Intending it for 
wis, he says in iow tones, “I hardly dare ask 
for that flower to carry away with me as a 
souvenir of the little maiden whom I metat Lady 
Estelle’s some two years since, and of whom I 
have dreamed so many foollah but sweet dreams 
ever since |” 

The grave face is graver still, and there le such 
@ ring of Intense sadness fn the tone, 1 can’t 
refuse this, his last request ; so, taking the flower 
from my neck, I hold ft out to him, though I 
am thinking still of Lewis. 

“Thank you, Miss Avis| This small floweret 
and I shall never parb company till—til] you and 
Dilece bcc Wh Wace Gi arly Mane suum 

aces the pretty pe 
within it, and then restores it to safe keeping. 
" And now, once again, good-bye! I hear voloes 
in the di #0 will not detain you longer.” 
“ Good-bye, Mr. Seton!'’ I marmnr. 


One close pressure of my fingers, and 

then Svs sare leone eae 
“Five minutes later, and I am in my lover's 
showered thick 


arms, while his kisses are being 
fast upon my face, 


ao * * * id 


The summer fs here agsin' with all ite wealth 
wild flowers, sunny skier, and calm, sweet 
happy amid it ali, 
is with me itly. 
and I love!” eer cay er 
loving woman, doubtless ; thoug’ 
aneet'at love's soft +peeches 
oatlous ones; only leave me in 
Lewis! 


‘evéning in Jane, 


g 


evenings. And Iam 


for 


y 
é 





and Phyiiisand I are strolling up and down the 
broad terrace, walting for the coming of Popsia 
and Lewis, who. have agreed to be our etcor’ to 
a district wood, where it le rumoured the rich 
tones of & nightingale are to be heard, 

** Phyllis, you have nob told me what you 
think of Lewis!” I remark, as I link my atm 
within roy friend's, 

I ack this because, upon their introdaction to 
one another, I fancied [ detected a alight look of 
surprise—-nay scorn—in my friend's grey eyes ax 
she let thera fall upon my lover's face. « While 
he-~—but that was cnly natural when I was near ! 
We have reached the stone parapet ab the 
farthest end close to the biiliard-room, through 
the open window of which come to us the click 
of the ivory bails. 

“When will this game be ended?” exclaims 
Phyllis, totally disregarding my remark. 

“Very soon now, I think,” I reply ; then add, 
‘but, Paylils, dear, I am so anxious to hesr your 
opinion of Lewis |” 

My friend starte silghtly as I repeat my 
question, but still no reply comes. 

I glance up wonderivgly, and with a vexed 
expression. 

* Phyllis 1” 

“Forgive me, Avis!” she murmurs, then 
hiding her face, and resting her lipe on my face ; 
‘"forgive me, dear, but I was thinking ofa night 
like this, when ——” 

She hesitates. [ draw nearer, and whisper, 
softly, — 

© Don’t think of ft, Phyllls, dear. I remember 
bow; you told ms when we stood by the little 
wicket-gate In Madame’s grovude ; and, Phyllis. 
youshowed me that ring!” 

I breathe forth the last words in the faintes 

le manner, fearfal lest we shall be heard. 

“Bat, Avis, I can’t help remembering the 
past ; just three years ago now! And still ft ts 
as fresh as ever fa my mind |” 

I shudder asT look up and note the ead look 
that is fast overspreading my friend’s face. 

* Never mind it how, dear!” I reply ; ‘‘ let as 
walk up and down sgain ; Popsie and Lewis will 
soon join usnow, And. Paylliis, I do so want to 
know what you think of Lewis.’ 

Again Phyllis starts slightly. Again the cold 
and dark shadow upon the lovely face ; sgain the 
set look in the grey eyes, She must be lost agafo 
in recollection of her past! I do not want it 
revealed tc me; for I am so happy myself ! 
Selfish, undoubtedly; bat love makes one 
selfish | 

We have twice strolled the whole length of the 
terrace before the silence between us fs broken. 
Then Popsle speaks. 

“Avie, child |” she seks, in quick tones (they 
sound harsh to ms!), “you love this Lewis 


Disney 1” 

‘* Phyllis | how can you put such a question }” 
I reply, indignantly. 

**Vorgive me, Avis, dear; I ought to have 


known better,” she murmure. “I nee you love 
pavsionately. © 

“* Why, Phyllis! I have given up all for Lewis; 
Have sent Koy Sston back to India with a sad 
heart, and relinquished my share in the pro- 
perty, aud all for the love of Lewis; ay, and I 
would we Op ten times as much as that for the 
man IT love |” , 

“Yoo, ahe does indeed love him!" murmurs 
Phyliiz, more to herself than to me as I con- 
clads, 

A few hot tears have gathered in my eyes at 
the bare idea of anyone doubting’ my love for 
Lewla, and these I wipe stealthily away, 

a + I ask presently. “ Did you ever 

ve LI 

We are jast passing the billlard-room, The 
click of the {vory balls has ceased. I glance in ; 
no one Is visible. Thon comes Phyllis’s answer, 
spoken in clear, ringing tones : 

"Yes, Avis, I loved once! ay, loved more 
passionately than ever you do, child! Bat Ihave 
made a vow never to love sgain !” 

“What happened, Phyllie? Did he die?" I 
ack, glancing up pwr gt deen: my friend’s face. 

lam sorry I asked question when I note 
the extreme agitation de thereon, bub my 
sorrow comes too late! Phyllis stops by the 
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open window, and her reply, though low, is 
clear: 
“Did he die, Avis? Noi Though I wished 
that be had. Hatred, disgrace, bitterness— 
these are all harder than sorrow and mourning 
for the dead, child! Bat ask meno more now | 
I could uot bear ft. And see! here comes the 
Colonel and Lewis Disney !” 
Something In the manner In which she or 
and 
leave 


which accompanies the words, jare upon me, 
I feel glad that I have an gone to 
my friend for a while, and refuge with my 
own dear love as we all proceed acrow the 
meadows towards the distant wood, 


" What was that }” 

IT am wide awake in an {ostant, and start from 
my couch, and turn my head fn List attitade 
{o the direction from whence the sound come 
which had disturbed me from my sweet dreamings 
of Lewis! 

All is ellent and hushed around me, Nothing 
near at hand evidently, for the bright moonlight 
floods my room and brings out distinctly each 
object within it. 

All fs as [6 was when I laid down my book and 
put out 8 candle hours before. And yet I can’t 
get over the Idea thar a something mast have 
happened to startle me so suddenly, and awake 
me thus abruptly out of my deep sleep. _/ 

And yet the silence that envelops all around 
been mlstaben fa faneyiog thes ft wee anything 

ta cying that ft was av 
that had thus disturbed me, 

“Tt must have been Carlo chasing some stray 
cat,” I tell myself, and then I settle myself 
down comfortably and shat my eyes, intending 
again sleep. Bat although I thus ardently loog 
for, and zsalously court, the presence of the 
drowsy god, he is not to be propitiated. Sleep I 
cavnot, and etil!l the memory of the sound that 
had disturbed me is «till in my ears, I think of 
Lewis ; and then my thoughts revert to the con- 
versation on the terrace with Phyliia, What can 
she have meant by her obetin: declining to 
ove ee ree of my lover? then her 
Ww 3i— 

‘You love him passionately, I can see, child ; 
but, remember, men can be false, and Lewis 
Disney {a so much like—like someone I once 
knew, that I am afraid [ am prejudiced |" 


* 


my 
Lewis with a stranger, who has, perhaps, been 
the source of all her woe and sorrow ! 

the idea! Aud yet, try as I will to put seide all 
Alaagreeable ideas, I canact bu 

self what would become of me were Lewis to 
prove falee, Oaly a bare 
woo remote to realize a reply to it. 
Lewis—my Lewis !—and deceit are too far apart! 
I smile complacently to myself as 

conclusion ; and thea—— 

Gracious Heavens! There it isagain! Only 
much fainter. And this time I recognize ft for 
bag pre yy scream { 

eel very , and the bright moonlight 
which floods my room gives it a weird - 
ance. I will go Into Phylife’s room, and tall be 
what gad and one she will let 
stay w Ul morning %, Rising from 
my couch, I hastily throw on my dressing-gown 
and encase my feet in slippers, and then open my 
door and proceed down the corridpr in the direc- 
tion of my friend’s chamber, 

Oo my wayI pase Lewis’s door, and, to my 
astonishment, it is wide open. However, I stop 
not to fully realize the fact, bat speed nolselesely: 


on. 

Phyllis’s door fs at length gained ; but here a 
fresh surprise awalte me—hers also stands wide 
open | lenter the room, 

No sound of gentle, even breathing strikes on 


myear,  / 
“ Phylite |” I call softly, * Phyllis” again, and 
louder. No yt 
I pull aside the bedclothes, bat only to disclose 
an empty couch, Phyllis Is not there! The 
room is silent and tenantless | And then a 
nameless and horrible idea filte through my brain, 





Phyllis’s words return to me In all thelr hareb- 
ness and coldoess ; her raanner upon all 


look out. A fair and lovely scene me, 
Ths broad, stone terrace beneath, | white 
and etill in the moon’s sofo light; beyond the 


Again, a little further ahead, and approached 
by a winding path, which Seaiplins of too the 
sm 


E 
4 
bE 
EE 
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Then a something white gleams for s second 
fm and out amid the dark hollies of the shrubbery 
path. Oaly for asecond. Bat I start from my 
post at the window, re-cross the room, and then 
down the corridor to the head of the staircase, 
Down thie, ~~ quick and nolseless footatep and 
beating heart, I speed. 

ome in the spacious ball I stop, and consider 
for a few moments which way I shall next take. 

Even as I stand there, with hand-claeped brow 
and throbbing heart, Fate fs at my side, pro- 
pelling me mysteriously forward to——- 

Ay! what do I expect to see? What do I 
expect to hear If I paes forth into the moonlit 
scene? That I can’t tell myself in actual words ; 
but Fate compels me to go forward, and I can 
but submit. 

Even asT glance rapidly around me at the 
various doors before me, I detect a slight move- 
ment of the silken curtain which conceals the 
entrance to the bililard-room ; only such a slight 
motion, that I rub my eyes, and look again before 
I can thoroughly realize that I am not mistaken. 

No! again the allken curtain sways slowly for- 
ward, and this time I can detect the rustle of its 
folds. That decides me, Advancing, still softly 
and bu » I put {t aside and enter the billiiard- 
room. All fs also hushed and still. Bat 
one of the low French windows fe open ; I cautl- 
ously approach i: and look forth, No one is in 
eight—nothing bute stray cat, which scuttles 
past me with swift, scurr: feet. 

heart beate faster and faster as I stand 
here thus mpon the eve of-—-— 

Hark! Oaly 8 low, suppressed murmur of 
distant voices, too ‘n:, teo distant, for me to 
recoguize their ownecs or their Import. 


When I at the small psth branching off 
towards the summer-house I stop. 

The voices become more distinct ; and I fancy 
—bat + must be fancy alone—that I detect my 
own name } 

A blinding mist seems all at once to cross my 


Une of vision, while a dall, rushing sound, as of 
many waters, is in my ears, 
But still Fate fs at my elde. I must go for- 


me. Through {nterveniog bushes I can just 
gilsupes the white gilmmer whlch has led me on 
now. 


for 
probed her heart, and I know too well—alas! 
that {t is entirely yours! Ob! do not trifle with 





it as you have with otbers! She ts so young; 
and loves you so well!” 
Tt te the voice of Phylile Clinton, but whom {: 
abe addressing? and for whom {fs she pleading ! 
And then like a rash comes the fearful and 


no 

Thrusting it aside, I listen and walt so esgerly 
for the , that I may satisfy my throbbing 
a \ahalonywrh Sees at ce 

T i ab length, » 0 eaven | 

oth Fle of my lover in light and at 

‘ , Phyllis,” says, * and airy 
tones, with such harshness, ‘‘ really, what a fice 
erst would make! A second Mrs, 
Patrick pbell, by Jove!” 

And then the odour of cigar smoke is wafted 

me, 

*'Lewls Morrice—for that ts your real name, 
thorgh you have chosen to adopt another, and I 
can well believe that you find it necessary after 
that aight in Jane, just three years ago.” 

“gz t we had settled all about that little 
affair, cara mia,” he breake {n with, eatill ip the 
light, alry tones with the harsh ring. 

*' Lewia Morrice, you have no heart whatever ! 
Onseegels SS) Se eee 


young heart, and who lovec so passionately ? 
It you will promise me this I will go away, with 
my secret still undisclosed, and never again cross 
your psth |” 

“And what will you gain for your devotion 
and sacrifice, car mia ?”’ 


“What shall I gain? A peace, I hops, to” 


Orr’ 

"* And this little maiden with the blue eyes, Is 

she te know the secret? Is she to be allowed a 
peep behind the scenes and see us, the actor and 
the accom actress, as we are before we 
& on the stage t” 
Teeatl some Did she for one {ostan’ 
doubt you, or believe you fslee and unworthy of 
her love, it would kill ber, Lewis! yes, kill her ! 
Those were her own words.” 

‘* Better death for her than—let me see, how 
did your words run? Ah, I remember now! 
‘Hatred, disgrace, bitterness, these are all harder 
to bear than sorrow and mourning for the dead.’ 
Thave a good memory, and @ quick ear, carc 
mia” 

** You were quite welcome to hear my speech ; 

for you rather than for my com- 
t the eight of your bent head 


= I have long been a stranger, Lewis 


tively retiring Indoors. My cigar te finlehed, 

re! no idea I should be s0 held cap 
tive hers, I did not provide myself & second. 
the house, cars 


** Stop, Lewis Morrice, where you are! I have 
not quite fiolshed. Will you promise me what 


“Tep me see! To love falthfully and truly 
the little maiden with the blue eyes ([ believe 
they are blue, but really all women's eyes seem 
alike !), and thus to be for ever from my 
dear wife ; or elae——- Ab, really ! I forget the 
reverse of the pictare, Will you ald my memory, 
dear wife?” : 

“Not that word! Heaven forbid that I 
should ever call auch as you husband!” comes 
the reply fo hot, scorching tones, ‘See here! 
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eo that I can scarce su myself, I clutch 
hell af « lesa ofthe 


the its sharp 
eee are pow me, 1*siateh tt tightly, and 
steady myself my former position; and 


then—— 3 
“ Whata to waste it thas, cara mia! It 
for someone alee. Bat, tell me 


of 
“T will, Lewis Morrice!” 
The voice fs grown so cold, so intense, that I 
scarcely re fb. 
“TE you as todo as I ack you—nay, entreat 


you, then—— 

A break, and something like a heavy eub. 

“ And then, my dear wife!” 
nearer still, and clutch more tightly at my prickly 
supports. 

Steps are heard on the tiled flooring. 

“Come no nearer, Lewis Morrice. I already 
bear the marks of eg rough treatment! See 

B is already growing dis 


“Beh! that is not worthy of the «cream with 
which you broke the etillness. Let me know 
the end of the dreadful or, madam !” 

"TI will dieclose the secret |” 

Oaly five little words ; but it seemed an age 
that the uttering of them took. Slowly aod 
distinctly they fell upon my IUstening ear, 
Anxtously I awaited their effect upon—that 
other. Batnoreply. Only @ dead silence suc- 
ceeded—a sileace which seemed so awful, s0 
ore redually I changed itlon, and 

a my porition, and very 
cautiously put my head round In the direction 


two, Oautiously—for I feared detection—and I 
must know the end! 

One glance, and I understood all, 

Phyllis Clinton stood on one aside of the rustic 


rays. 

One band lay on the table, while the other 
was tightly clasped on her heart. And opposite 
ber; oh, what an alteration bad taken place 
there! No smiling-faced Lewis Disney was 
before me; but, in his stead, 2 man with cold, 
sardonic emile ‘upon his distorted jace, with 
clenched fists and cold, glitteriog eyes! Lewis 
Disney! The same man, and yet not the same. 
But I have no time for further scrutiny ; for 
egaln he e. « 

“Ahi it ht this would be the purport of 
the dreadfu! sententious or, madame! But 
you will never execute your threat! And I 
shall never comply with your conditions! Never ! 
I came out here to think over, with 
the help of a the moon, the best mode 
of breaking gently the news to the little maiden 
with the blue eyes that I love ber no longer. 

I have lately discovered that she is not the 
heiress I imagined her, Therefore, as another 
appears In-her plece, whore eyes are not so 
bonny bué whose puree is far fuller, I can’t with- 
stand the temptation. So now, madame, threate 
and entreaties alike are una 

** Will you return Indoors? f, pacer 1 
go, if you value your safety, you must 
promise me faithfully never to disclose the 
secret,” 

A heavy sob breaks from Phyllis Clinton. 
The other hand fs clasped on her heart, as though 
to stop its wild beatings. Oae moment’s Intense 
anxiety, and then,— 

"' will nob promise it, Lewls Morrice |” 

Cold, clear, and distinct fall the words on 
ear, A alight scund of felling fron, a 
and then a plercing shriek from me as I 
ward and fall senseless over the prostrate form of 
wy frieud Phyllis Clinton ! 


* * * 


the middle of the summer-house, stood | 


es 't try now, Avie. Ib will all come back 
to you soon, I daresay.” 
‘Bat I want toknow. Did—— No, I can’t 
remember her name, or his !” 


Never mind now, Avis, | and get quite 
stroug and then you and I will go away to 
the south, and watch the waves of the biue 


Mediterravean. You would like that, my pet!” 

“Very much, Popsie |" 

Then I close my eyes for a few seconde. 

It is quite enough for me to lie here and try 
to recollect the past. 

I am feeling very, very weak siill as I Me here 
on this calm, sunny afternoon in September, My 
cotch Is drawn close to the window, and from it 
I can look forth on the quiet, green fields and 
distant wood. 

Presently I open my eyes, and see Popasle still 
at my side ; but his face is covered by his hand,’ 
and hie head is bent very low ; while, every now 
and then,_I notice a alight motion of his shoulder’s 
as though he were—— 

** Popsie, you are crying!" 

“My pet, I cannot help it! bat they are tears 
of joy, Avis! Yos, tears of joy ; for this is the 
firat time, for many weeks now, if my pet does 
not like to see them.” 

"T do not like tears, Popele ; and I am so glad 
Iam getting better, It seems to me that I have 
been asleep a very long time, Popsie ; and I have 
had such nasty dreams all the time I dreamed, 
“Popaie, that——— I can’t remember her name—I 
wish I could!” 

I break off hastily, and cry myself out of 
sheer weakness, 

* My pet!” murmurs Popsle. 

Then the door opens and the doctor enters 

* And how Ie my little patient }” he questions, 
advancing and Jaying his band on mine. 

“ Doctor, can you tell me her name ?”’ I whisper, 
looking: straight up into his face with wide, blue 


eg, 

“Ah! I see,” he murmurs. Then, turning 
to my father adds, If Miss Avis continnes to 
gain strength, I think {t will be better for all 
all that she should be toldthetrath. Mere fancy- 
ing aud dwelling upon theanbject will only retard 
ber recovery.” 


(Continued on page 447.) 








HIDDEN FROM ALL EYES. 


—10:— 
CHAPTER XXXV. 


Tue door slowly opened, while) Godfrey, as it 
suddenly turned to stone, watched it without 
moving hand or foot to prevent it, 

On the threshold stood Robin, her dark eyes, 
wide and wistful, wandering rly round the 
reom, her lips parted, her breast heaving, as with 
a long re desire, 

at bt Victor called me,” she said, diaap- 
pointedly, in a soft, low voice, 

Godfrey muttured a cures, and rising, un- 
willingly, went towards her. “ Where's Pren? 
You know you ought not to be bere.” Though 
evidently much put out by her sppearance his 
tone was kind. 


She leant ber head down on his shonider, 
like a weary child, “I am aso sorry he isn't 
here}” 

** Bat he never is; you ought to know it 
this time. Go upstairs again, there's a 


“No, I heard his voice,” shaking ber head 
“ He's somewhere here, and you are 
keeping him from me,” looking round with rest- 
less eyes. ‘‘ What have you come for!” turning 
ee een ee, ner beer, crazed brain 

by jealousy. ‘You've taken him from me! 
taken from me! He’s there, behind 
she struggled in 


if 





“ Yes, I feel stronger ; only I can’t remember 
something that I want to ramember!” 











sorrow of years, the other wild and flushed with 
the hope and the passion which knew no control, 
Ob, what an smount of misery there Is in the 
world, lying hidden awsy in gloomy corners 
where the breath of sympathy can never reach {0 
with ite healing whisper | 

Nella looking on, as a asfilent spectator, felt 
a if Somerville had sinned he had suffered as 


Who could gsuge the power of temptation, 
wher he saw the purest affection of his heart 
robbed of ite sweetness and turned into the bit- 
terest pain ; and all thie through the carelessness 
of a man who called himself a friend; whev he 
knew himself to be swamped in debt, and saw 
the only means of escaping from it destroyed, 
unless he hung on himeelf the burden of a hatefal 
secret, and ected a fraud for the reat of his life ? 

Some thought of the hind occurred to her as 
she saw him standing before her with his wad 
Sister In his arma, restraining her with centie 
foreo, an expression of pity and pain cn his 
troubled face, and fora moment che forgod his 
sins against herself, 

‘'Robin dear, listen!” he sald, persuasively. 
" That lady over there knows nothing of Victor, 
80 she can’t tell you anything about him ; but ff 
you go upstairs and thread enough beads, he Is 
sure to comeand fetch them. Make the strings 
as long as ever you can.” 

“As lorg as the carpet?” looking at him, 
seriously. 

‘Yes, longer than that-tremendous strings, 
so that you can tle them round him and he 
can’t get away. Be quick, or ib will be too late |” 

“Ab, but I must find him first,” a cunnio 
look spoliing the beauty of her face, ‘ Let me loo 
ia your peckets,” Ib was 9 favourite employ- 
ment of hera; but he could not leb her walt 
for it. 

**No, no ; you can do that another time.” 

“TI maued do it first, or I won't go at all!” she 
persisted ; and he gave in because he wae afraid 
ge ae although be was on thorns all 
the w “ 'Toere’s a watch |!” taking out his 
gold repeater, and holdizg it to her shell-like esr. 
‘* It always says the same thing. ‘He's coming! 
he’s coming ! he's coming!’ bat oh!” with the 
deepest sigh, “ it never comes true. A dear 
little pencil, how it shines in the Nght! and 
there’s something at the end—-what Is it /” 

“Oar crestb)”—biting his lip fa his wild im- 
patience, “ A tiger's head on a eapphire.” 

“ And this?” holding up a locket, 

He anatched it from her hand. ‘' You mustn't 
meddle with it.” 

‘Tt isn’t half co pretty as this,” opening a 
small penknife, and feeling the sharp blade with 
her delicate little fingers. 

* Take care, or yoa will hurt yourself. Give ib 
to me; it’s nasty thing, and pricks.” 

But she went a little further off from him, 
looking down on the shiny bit of steel as if ir had 
af tion for her, murmuring something to 
herself, like a baby when {i is pleased with a 
toy. 

His patience was nearly worn ont, He saw 
that Nella had replaced ber hat which had fallen 
cff, aod knew that she was preparing to escape op 
the first opportunity. 

If Prendergast would come {t would make bis 

tion easier, but as yet he shrank from expos- 

g Nella to that woman’s stony stare, and re- 
solved to mansge without her, if he could. 

Robin was generally tractable with him, but, 
like moet people whose minds are unhinged, she 
was Hable to going off into frenzled fits of passion 
at the slightest opposition to her wishes, and he 
waa very anxious to avold a scene, 

He had seen the expression of horror on Nella’s 
face, and felt {t acutely, for hers was the first 
strange eye which had seen.his poor little Robin 
after sad + fiiletion, 

It seemed so ——— sad to him that she, 
the sweetest, most orent child in the world, 
should become an object of fear or aversion ; 
therefore hie volee was very tle as he con- 
strained himself to pronounce the name he hated, 
and laying his hand on her arm, told ber that 
Vietor would go away if she did not hurry upstairs 
to meet him. 





She threw back her head with a wild laugh, 
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toming her hair Ja a cloud over her shoulders, 
The blood curdied In Nelia’s veine,.es the laugh 
resounded through the gloomy house, and 
vo Muay seelpg that she was frightened, said, 
sternly, 

“You must come, Robin, or I shall have to 
carry you!” 

She stamped her foot, her white dress and 
dark eyes gleamiog in the moonlight. 

**You shan’> take me away!” she cried, 
" He's here, and that girl is hiding him.” 


With a audd prema ett Ne Nella, 
andi thenataee tapeoneiaa Soc tee 2 


her white throat with the penkaife. , 

Terrified with her ho} breath In her face, her 
wild eyes glaring: into hers, Nella tumbled back 
helplessly on a chair, with @ startled cry, Robin 
elingi ig to her with the tenaclty of a beast of 


in his arms, » Look- 


trugelin 
{og over bis shoulder with an anxious glance, he 


eald,— 

"I will bs back directly,” and, stcoping down 
tic lock the door, muttered an oath because the 
hey was not there, 

There was & bolt, however, which he drew with 
some difliculty, because Robin was his 


‘arm with her clenched fists; and then, a 


hurry to return to his prisoner, he hastened 
upstairs with long sirides,-as if he thought 
nothing of his heavy burthen, calling out to 


Directly his back was turned Nella sprang to 
the door, with a prayer on her lips that Heaven 
would help her, knowing that the whole future 
of her life depended on the use she made of the 
next bwo zainutes, 

Thank Heaven, the door ; the ‘bolt 
having overshot the mark, she was ont in 
the passage. The barricade necessitated by the 
loas of the keys had not beer replaced; but her 
fingers shook so that she could scarcely turn the 
handle of the heavy frond door, 

There were all sorts of noises overhead, pitecus 
cries for the one that never came, and screams of 
‘paseion, 

Every moment she expected to hear 
rushing dowa the stairs, and her heart seemed to 
siand stil with fear, 

With « vigorous wrench she pulled: the door 
open, and & blast of cold wind came howling Into 
the desolate house. Down the steps one 
bound. Ob, Heavens! how the reins clung 
cegether in a.knob; as if she had done it on pur- 
pose to drive herself mad, 

She got om to Limerick’s back—how she hever 
knew; but she scrambled somehow into the 
saddle, aud. shook the reins, for her whip was 
lefs behind fn that horrible:room; which’ was to 
have been her prison. 


Prendergast to come and take her. 


Limerick, tired of walting outside, bounded | always 


forward, eager for his nice warm ‘stall in the 

comfortable Somerville atables, and with a sob of 

joy she knew-she was free f i 
Bab at that moment Godfcey rushed down 

~~ steps, and with a cry caught hold of the 
ns. 


With ruin behind and safety in front, she -was 
perfectly reckless ae towhat she did in’ her 
desire to be free, She tugged ab the reins:with 
all her might, doing her best ‘to Incite Limerick 
to rear. . | 

For Heaven's: saketeke care!” Godfrey 
cried, In a fright ; but she was in nomood to be 
carefal, ‘ 
BS ra por threw 2 his aes and a 

’ plunging still - 
ing on to the rains Ain sheep oe id hand, 


his 
Taoen the thoroughbred, finding he was free, ebood 
vp on his hind legs, till Nella thought he must 
fail over and break bis back ; and just as Somer- 


A 
| thank Heaven! the stone of the 
Sfamarel aly & Boe gueree “iedlee there 





ville made & dash at his bridle, took the bit 


best che could, without a 
willing enough to answer the demand. 


would be perfect safety, and a kindly 

and hands outstretched "to help her; aud then 
she would be out of thie horrible darkness, and 
without the sense of utter loneliness to crush her, 
Oaly a few yards more, and then with 9 rueh 
another horse came ‘beside ber, and with a thrill 
of terror, thoug 
could not harm her now, she saw Somervilie’s 
Gark face turned ‘to meet her own ! 


CHAPTER .XXXVL 
‘*] raovcHt you would be killed 1" he gasped, 


with quiveriog. Ips, ‘as* he wiped ‘the moisture |. 
frome hs forehead. ‘*I expected to find you } 


some where, dyiug in the road |" 
She auswered nothing. 
ee ee Fos goa in 
through the gates, “— per g & shout 
of joy as she recognised Godfrey, and rushing In 
to teli her husband—one of the gardeners who 
had been out with the 


Somerville gave hers nod, 

stopping, absorbed in the most dismal reflections. 
His position had scarcely been so desperate on 
the day before, when, om reaching Nun's Tower, 
he tound Prendergast beside herself with terror, 


knew what he suffsred whilst scouring the country 


in search of her. Afraid of betraying his con- | dressed 


nection with the missing girl he had to tella 
thousand lies, and go in for unlimited bribery. 

Brookfield, the etation-master at Alverley, had 
been told to hold his tongue, and know not’ 
of hie movements, and as the request was cou 
with a five-podnd’ note, had a con 
attack of Ciladsoe' 3 Senihhe eeveithese Gals 
might not come upow some friend who would 
recognize him, and-:eould not be: eflenced 
Sal thee aighthe hed from place to Ri 

t ’ 

covered: with mud, and’ frozen by he tamed 
wind, stopping | now and then, wherever he 
chanced to see & pu b-was nc eed, 
or a light in » cottage window, #8 6) = 8 or) 

Even Victor Maltravers might ‘have pitied him 


Be 


- 
i 
B 
E 
E 






ae Le RLS 


b common-sense told her that he 
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r, ‘as ff she had 
, all dank with the 


Fs 
5 
| 


tm 


ii 
eat 
g 


a 
ifs 
: 
£ 
: 
t 


thought him of his mare, which he had left tied 
‘up to a gate, heap boy loafing about the 
atable- he told to follow him, and out 
there teat rohd “eonddcted ‘the story 
which exited op pyre Aaa of the 
fimates of Somerville Hall. 

Pearl, shivering with the cold, was brought 
back to rest for 8 few hours in the stable, ani 
the boy was told ‘that, if he executed hie com 
he eee five-pound note should be 
forwarded under cover to James Skiiner, to the 

Ls 


es 
t 
i 
it 
& 
f 


} Godfrey 
seat, with Robiua’s head resting bt his a 
The 1, worn was carri 
upetatee aad pub’ to" bed, where slie slept till 
| she insisted on belog 


to the cold. Exhausted by his exer 
tions, and freed from ‘anxiety on- pister’s 
account, Godfrey never got up till s before 
Eleanor Maynard's arrival. He fi himee!f 


thad by hie cunning ruse he had ail the 
people of the Hall so tnach to think ot that uo 


‘one would trouble himself to come and spy at s 
‘place -which he kaew, or thought he knew, to be 


, Therefore he slept securely, and waz iu 
et ny a ; 


2 AlPseemed 1; Nella came and 
herself tuto his-ande "without ‘the trouble ot 
| atratogata to bring 





for fp did hard to lose 
a ie 
etree for aa lhe w chaos, In 


na nf ek A 


ee Nt i 
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ann 
hero of the day, with love and honour for his 
portion, Instead of the shame under which he 
had bowed his proud head for s season, OC 
Vere would discover the double game he 
been playing, and find out that his cousin had 
loved him from the first, 
too will ng to fiy to the shelter of his arms ; and 
he, Godfrey Somerville, would be left out la the 
cold with bis poor wild Robin for his only 
friend. 

“No, po! curse iti” he thought, with a 
shudder ; "it shall sever.come to that!” And 
the next ‘moment. hie gloomy reverfe was inter-: 
rapted, for at the eound,of horses’ hoofs the 
doors were flavug wide open, and a troop of eager 
people rushed out on to the ateps. 











“Well! Have you brought him back !” eriodl 
out Sir Edward’s ringing voice, as he caught +0 


aight of Ee ecb anickiwe ant and knew th 
Same 
ridiog é. 

She looked up, eaw his grey head 
mi t, with Vere’s tall Fad to 


Chat someon ams 


gone from her, and 


norse ; and -whilet Sir Edward was ge 
uephew's hand, and Meta dev 
her eyes, carried her through the 
hall. Hes hare front of the wide 
and aura own on the fur rug 
with his hand, The Nehe toll fall 
apon pes ye was frightfally pale, but that was 
probably from cold and fa and there was 
nothing to be alarmed at, But what was this 
that wetted hishand ? Blood! “ Good Heavens !” 
he exclaimed, almost with ashout, ‘Someone 
has murdered her !” 

Taey all crowded round him, joy turned Into 
horror, " Where’s Somervilie?” he said, pe 0 
as he pulled his handkerchief out of his 
and gently wiped the horrid’stain from t o\ 
white akin, 

“ It was an accident,” and Godfrey _— to 
the front ; ‘‘but I did not know she had burt 
herself, It you look, you will eee her rein was 

- broken... Limerick bolted se he did before.” 

“7 I had been there instead of you,” be- 
clenched teeth. ‘If decent caré had 
bie taken of bsr——” the rest was lost under 


Balog her | into” the boudolr,” sald Lady 


" Poor, dear child, it was 
we who sent ; bee 
“Tf she’s burt I shall never forgt 


if. 


this hand gently on her shoulder, 
in a few 


Godfrey 
Ab that pone when he knew that 
hours even the most ercon-agt wag desert 


Nella would be only | the 


bebind | hay 
a crowd of eager faces fall of joy; bub je 


P-wave come! Bat no, she only Bie 
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OHAPTER XXXVIL. 


Artsr every restorative they couli think of 
had been tried, or at least suggested, and a small 
patch of goa rps had been adjusted co 

wound, Nella, at her own urgent request, was 
left fo. peace, 

Somerville retired to his room, having seen 
everyone out of the boudofr before he came up- 










e on by 
ahh. only ops had kept away, 
" - Suaigh gems biaerinest at the 


at the seemed aa ff he could 
not be t, for every scrap of energy had de- 
What mattered it whether [t was divulged 


F 


dinner or after? Vere and Mallon would 

Jess loudly because they had fed 
» bat Meta might lees one more 
Ay pyle when her appetite was going. 


ae 


F..2 
tl 


es and turn her attention “ 
saat make a patient, placid 
country squires; and if he 
, she would consider 


thought, as he looked 
face of 
atill, fo 
of. passion—with sombre fire 
ow eyes, which could blaze 
tment, or kindle into . hottest 


older than he. was, for 
Rmgon! constant anxiety age 
renal Hove ond Shs pareery 
lighted bi his life had taken. all 

vaclty out of his e 5B. 

“Twenty-six to-day — done for on, my 
birthday | his 5 Se pee. ines the world, 
T ve Pe pceeeeid pate of everpthing. 


There goes the 

He went toa a, looked at something 
in eo be in {ts case, and then, with 
as ff were satisfied, ae his 


ad 


4 
a 


E 
B 
F 


s 
~ 


' 
tf 


‘one minute, atid ‘went on to the d 
oone else turned aside to fet OL Gat 80 
a Hopp efor Ay ventew hough 
t 6 
; walked rapidly ght lglg th 
bell, and threw himeelf into an arm- 


ut 


ii 


the 


3 


5 
ce 


e 
ft 


i 


tting headache, ‘and 
would send hima up some- 
he added, “ when 


its 
a4 
# 


BEE 
bf 


2 


yg 


hia lips grew white aa}: 

















eo) the | letters we write, ant 


appeared, he sent caties | 


own by the fire and doa'e 


Nella waa lying in allthe abandonment of solitary 
repose ; the lines of her graceful figure displayed 
by the close. ‘fitting habit, Her curls were tumbling 
in wild disorder on her smooth, low forehead ; 
her dark lashes rested heavily upon her pallid 
cheeks, and her lips were «lightly parted ss a 
ebiid’s when asleep. 

To the man who was looking down on her with 
longing eyes she looked like the embodiment of 
all that was purest and yet most lovely in 
woman le 

“Nella,” he said, hoarsely. 

The sound of bis wolee woke her, and “she 
p Sarai 4 the blood rushing fate her white 


\you come bere }” 
‘eome to bother you. I Beans aot 
todo 1” folding 7 











a) vaguely, nob ander 


tell them?” 
Meatver dinner, I 


) mappowe. - a 
pag want to know how slong I have, that’s 


“ier fer that, Bat there 






isn’t properly attested—E>.phisk my ancie:would 
carry it out.” 


" Why should youd: that’ to-night 1" looking 


up at 
** Because I want obin to be taken care of. 
Poor child,” "T’'ve done the best I 


could and kigdiness shown out of charity by 
others won't’ be like the real thing she always got 
from me.” 
¥ ‘Won't you take her with you!” forgetting 
that he had sald he was not going away 

a | should like to—bat they wor id call it 


“ Why no one could take euch care of her as 
you would !” 

“Don't remind me of it!” and he trowned, 
The worst ‘thing abowt fb all is that I ‘must 
lenveher behind. ‘Do you know,” his voice 
changing ; “iods my birthdsy to-day! A joyful 
occasion, jen’t ib 3” 

* Do you expect me to wish you many happy 
returns ¢"’ 

“ Rather a sarcasm, wouldn’s it be, on the last }” 

“You are nob so very old, but that you may 
see forty or fifty at least.” 

“ As a disembodied spirit, T ne tell us 
that we may live for ever. Bat I trust it’s a lie, 
for do you think [ could rest in Heaven or Hades 
and see.you married to Vere t"’ 

ot dear wor as she rested her tired head on ber 
hand, and wished that he would go. 

*t Nella,” he sald, more gently ; “althoughou 
hate me so peralstently, you are not. the sort of 
girl to owe @ grudge. If: Lask you te wear thie 
ring for me,” pulling his signet off his finger, “1 
think you will 4 pa be me.” 

ae tried to. take hold of her 
parse but sated 1 away from him with a 


" ig puna ou will want {b yourself ; you 
couldn't do wi! out th” 
PPE eae sagae> te on ms, somebody would 

Va are you talk 

. babar You taking of 
‘ai! s.coame allusion to where I 
shal to-morrow.” 

ear me! are you going to get your horse 


tates you, or to improvise an attack of black 
fever 1” sareastically. 


Tt la no joking abatber,” gloomily, A jump 
foto eternity is such ‘ esswork, and there are 
Le oe Aaya rte pate to leave be- 


oo You ‘are nob: golsg bo kilt “youteelf } her 
lips” whitening, her’ eyes wide open’ and “awe 


so Why noth ‘You ‘leave me no oflide alter= 
WF Ib a I,” faltering’ ‘It w li’ nob 











be right for me to hold my’ tongue; and ist the 
b innocent suffer,” 
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JUST AS THE GREY MORNING BROKE, GODFREY FOUND ROBINA LYING HUDDLED UP ON THE GRASS. 


“No, you are so exceaiv virtuous that 
you could not take one step out of the straight 
path, even to servea friend. You are perfectly 
right,” throwing back his head; “and I don’t 
ask for mercy. Victor Maltrayers, Miss Arkwright, 
Vere and yourself shall be made happy like a 
fairy tale ; and what can it matter to anybody if 
I go to the wall?” 

“It would break Meta’s heart,” she sald, her 
own feeling fall of compunction. 

‘* Women’s hearts are not very breakable ; but 
she will feel it, of course. That fs your look-out, 
and you will have to console her as best you 
can 


“ You are only talking like this to frighten me. 
Pr_ ie who really mean to kill themselves never 
say e word about ft,” 

Stung to the quick, he said, sternly,— 

“ T only owned to §t, because I wanted a word 
of compassion. There, take my ring !” 
it into her lap; “and remember that I mighd 
not have been half so bad ”-—hoarsely—*‘ if I had 
not loved you against my will.” Then he turned 


away. 

“Oh, watt a moment!” she cried in horror, 
and he stood still. ‘*Mr, Maltravers must be 
cleared, and it would be wicked of me to hold my 
tongue,” 

" Did I ask you to blab it out before the world ? 
My answer is here,” and he drew the revolver 
from his pocket. 

She put her hand before her eyes and shivered. 

“You wouldn’t use ft! I know you wouldn't 
use it,” 

* Will nothing but the bare fact convince yon /” 
calmly cocking ib, and at the same time placin 
himeelf before her. “ You think it’s asham, oat 
mere brayado? Then see for yourself.” There 
was no difficulty in finding out the exact place of 
his heart, for it was beating like a thousand 
hammers, ‘‘You are constraining me to go, 
without a will, but for Heaven's sake, see that 
Robin is taken care of |" 

“Oh, Godfrey, don’b!” and with a sob of 





terror she sprang from the sofa and caught his 


arm. 

He looked at her with a softening amile, his lip 
quivering. ‘‘ Are you sorry for me *” 

“I can’t see you die,” trembling all over. 
** And yet, oh Heaven! what am I to do!” 

“Good-bye, Nell. Ose last kiss, and this 
bother will be over.” 

* No, I can’t bear it,” sobbing convalsively. 

Ff ban = hope own free will } 
an Ww ou.” 

“ Yes, if you will walt till iter Tuesday.” 

**You won't deceive me!” 

** You had better let me dle!” looking at her 
with the pent-up longing of his soul in bis eyes. 
“Tt can only be done once,” 

“*I should never forgive myself—never forget 
it—it would haunt me all my life,” clinging to 


his arm. 
“You haunt me day and night—but you’ve no 
ty ” 


**T pity you now from the bottom of my heart,” 
the tears running down her cheeks, “In spitt of 
all you've done—I—forgive you!” 

‘'Oh, Nell!” and a sudden sob rose in his 
throat, 

Just then there was a tap at the door, which 
neither heard. It opened and closed abruptly, 
for it was only Cyril Vere bringing a glass of wine 
for his cousin, which he was sure would do her 
good, and he saw enough to make him retire very 
speedily. 

Unconscious of the interruption, Nella went on 
softly,—"' You will tell the whole truth about 
Victor Maltravers, so that there shall not be a 
shadow of doubt left in anyone's mind—that you 
promise me.” 

“Oh, yes, I promise,” bie eyes still fixed on 
her, as if their glances had taken root upon her 
face, 


*' And if Meta marries you, you will do your | 


best to make her happy!” knowing that she 
conld not ask him to give her up, because it would 
simply break her heart. 





“Tf she marries me! Abont as likely as that 3 
hould be king of Eogland.” 

‘iy T-tree 
E w , over an 
above my on crimes, I asked another woman 

to be my wife |” 

“ She won’t hear that from me,” fn a low voice. 
“‘ Now go; but before you go, let me bave this,” 
putting her hand on the revolver, 

** Don’t touch it !” he cried, In a fright, as he 
uncocked ft, “I wouldn't let you have it for 
the world.” 

It would be aa’e with me," dropping down on 
to the sofa. 

“You never know till you are driven into a 
hole, like I was.” 

UE el fe suddenly recollect- 
; ‘you haven't given your promises.” 

‘ Yes, Thave, Maltravers shall be all right!” 

"Tt wasn't that, You will remember that 
your life was given you by the Almighty—and 
not take it,” her volcs low and awe-struck. 

‘*{ will remember that I long ago gave it to 
the devil, and try to cheat him of the bargain. 
aa will that satisfy you! Oh, Nell—ic’® 

! ” 

It rushed over him what an empty, miserable 
thing his ex‘stence must be without her, and, 
overpowered by his emotions, he hurried from 
the room, his kiss upon her band, his saguet at 


her feet, 
(To be continued.) 








Tug eminent firm of Messrs, Raphael Tack & 
Sons have recently removed to new 
The new building, {n Moorfields, which {fs called 
‘Raphael House,” wae recently opened by Mr. 
Raphael Tack himself, who ie verging on” eighty 
years of age, in the ce of over 1 200 friends 
from all parte of the world. We are sare all our 
readers wil) join {n wishing continued prosperity 
to this firm tn their rew home, 
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MURIEL SAT WATCHING THE DANCING WAVES, HER HUSBAND PY HER SIDE, 


REDEEMED BY FATE. 
CHAPTER XXXVL 
Ar the Isle of Wight the weather was 


lovely 
and each day Mariel gained strength and vigour, 
and was able to walk or drive, or go out fora 
eall in the Bonita, according as her husband 


She would have been very happy in her new- 
found health and with Claud always near, had 
she not been conscious of the shadow 


Hl 


H 


i 


_“Tt is a lovely morning,” he observed, 
hisarm when they got outside ; “sad 
have a splendid day !'’ 
They reached the yacht, which 
snd clean as willing hands and masculine 
could make it, and went on 
Bonita was 
& graceful, white- 
far 


i 





of golden stars spread over the limitless azure 
above, and the moon rising like some falr, stately 
goddess Diana, when she filled the Latmian 
cavo with her splendour as ehe bent to kiss sleep- 
ag Entree, 

d Urwicke had gone away to speak to the 
men, so Muriel was left by hereelf ; and suddenly 


an overw feeling of loneliness came, upon 
Sas chs ot" Mace in the still beauty of the 
rats 


owlvg to the weakuess that 

as a legacy from her LUless—slow 

cusped oie l In her eyes, and fell down her 
white hands, 

“ Crying |” exclaimed the Viscornt, returning 
80 ge Big he was lag side before she 
noticed approach. en, after @& pause, 
“ Are you unhappy, Mariel?” hs added. 

She did not reply—a lamp seemed to rise in 
her throat and choke back the words she 
would hsve uttered; and Lord Urwicke sighed 
d as he seated himeelf beside her, 

“Mariel,” he said, fe A her band 
after alittle pause, ‘I cunnot help thinking we 
are both the victims of « cruel destiny, brought 

1b, I candidly confess, chiefly through my uwn 
; but I can’t tell you how earnestly I regret 
ha linked your life with mine, and by so 
—. you to misery, You believe 


Yes.” almost foandibly. 
mtance could atone—if by any act of 
Icould frees you, I should, indeed, rejoice 
sincerely ; but, alas! I fear [t fe Impossible 
on our wedding-day "—his voice grew a 
—"you laid down the rule by 
to regulate our lives, you forgot 
we were both young, both 
that the heart, refrising to be 
satisfied with such a cold, avtomaton-like 
existence as you proposed, would cry out for love ! 
Am I not right 1” 
“ Yeo,” she said again. 
He looked at her very earnestly. 
2 4 yon have proved the truth of my 





No. answer. 

“ Forget for a minate the position I hold to- 
wards you: lok on me in the light of a 
brother, or a dear friend, and speak to me as 
one!” he exclaimed, urgently. ‘* You need not 
te afraid that I sball think less of you for know- 
ing what your sentiments really are, and at least 
I can give you sympathy. Te)] me, Muriel, has 
the love taken such a hold on your heart as to 
defy even your own efiorts to root lb out }”’ 

He could fee) that she was beginning to tre mbie 
very violently, but yet she did nob speak. 

“T understand,” he said, still gently, althcugh 
a horrible hopelessness was upon him ; “and I 
confess your lot is verily hard to be borne.” 

She snatched her hand suddenly sway, and 
put it, with ite fellow, up to her face, which was 
burulng hot and crimson like a rose. A humilia- 
tion deeper than she had ever known swept upon 
her like a flood ; she had let her hueband guese 
the secret of her affection for him, and he pitied 
her—pitied her for it i 

Oh, the bitterness of that moment—wonld {+ 
ever, as long as she lived, cease tc haunt her! 

“ I euppose,” continued Lord Urwicke, after a 
short panse, and with a mirthiess laugb, 
“buman nature was not intended to be happy,— 
at least, such is my experience of [. e are 
always longing for the unsttalnable, and the 
fruit. we could reach we will not, because we 
want that which Is growlpg on branch above 
our heads. Someone ssys life is a jest, but it 
seoms to me @ sorry one; and love—well, 
love is of all curses the worst that can befall us)” 

“No!” exclaimed Muriel, raising her head, 
and speaking impulsively. “Love is surely of 
everything the most humanising and beautifal, 
Ie fa to us what light Is to the earth—the 
warmth and loveliness, debarred of which ali 
would be wrapped fn densest gloom.” 

"And love that meete with vo return?” he 
asked, curlously. 

"Even that fs not wasted. You know, ‘ ’tis 
better to have loved in vain than never to have 
loved at all !*” 
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"T do not believe ib; bub then men’s love 
and women's love are different. With the one Ip 
is a sentiment, with the other a passion.” 

She said nothing, but looked out acroas the 
silver-gleaming waves, with their phosphorescent 
brightness, to the yellow stara above—thore 
silent, immutable oon that have shone down on 
the birth and death of human pawion for sa 
mauy generations, and will witness-{t unchanged 
for so miany more to come, 


A black curtain ccomed shies been deneliil mene 


over her life aince the morning when, shethad: 
started ont, believing in her foolishness tha: 
future might even yet pepe ‘re the. 
past, and she would abt last-eu iny 





‘they heart, as he stooped to kiaa hor brow. 


girl and Pailip, and of their meetings in the win- 
dow recess. “And the morning you saw him 
going from my bondoir, he had come in answer 
to my Invitation, because I fancied he had had a 
quarrel with Haidée, of which her betrothal to 
Sir Jasper Rathven was the Immediate reeult,” 
she said, adding, with a smile, “ Why, he fs a0 
deeply in} love with her that he cannot spare a 
aa ht forany other woman. And who, indeed, 

— ab me, when beautiful Haidés was 


rT 1 shonld,” di & gread joy in his 
“To me 
‘$4 are even fairer 1” 





Ciaud’s love,» Now, she told tenon 
never be—she had been decet ed 
nation, ne more, oie i axe 





he said, Lamy a 
not lewa a0, ae 
me ¥ ie it.” - 
“You koow ib #” he 


tog 

It was bis turn to look surprised now, 

“Heaven knows I never spoke a more sincere 
trath! Way should you otherwise 

** Because "—~In a very low volce—'‘I fancied 
you cared for Sybil Ruthven.” 

"S>) I did—once. I was fascinated by her 
beanty, and the atrac charm she manages to 
exercise over men's minds, but I don’t thiak I 
ever really loved her, "tt was moré a delusion of 
the senses than anything eles, and soon after I 
grew to know. you as you are, even that waned, 
and——” 

He might have added, her own’ conduct had 
done as much as else to break the spell, 
bub on that polat honour bade him be aflent, 
and instead of finishing hia sentence he bent 
down to giz} Into hie wife’s face, which, seen 
in the soft, yelled starlight, looked strangely 
fair. 

** You never guessed I loved you, Morisl ?” 

* Never 1” 

Oana | knowing It now, what have you to 
ea 9” 

* This—that I am the hspplestt woman in all 
Heaven's beautifal world!” she exclaimed, her 
voice vibrating ae it had never vibrated before, 
and with a sigh of eupreme content she laid hee 
head on hia breast, 

And ao, after all, 10 wae me, ‘and not Philip 
Greville, who had your hea = Figoo sald * 
Inst, breaking a pause thab had 
a very. long one, bub which pala 
them preg poet Any gl 

“ Pallip. Greville could y 
put such an idea Into your head wun 
sorry for him, and telp as if I, fo some way, owed 
him reparation for the wrong my father did 
waxing the money Mrs: Maxwell left him ‘fo her f° 

ansigaed will—and which shall bé“his*fa the 
futbare—if I have my way. Bab I certafuly 
oever regarded bim in any othef Mpht than as 
a friend. How. fs 1s you imagine such a thing | shall 
possible 1” 

"Varlous circumstances, Tao intimacy that 
appeared to exist between you—the reaton of 
which Inever gueseed, for you must remember £ 
knew nathing whatever of Mire Maxwell or her 
affairs ; and again, one night I saw him in the 
Obina gallery at Heatheliff, parting from some- 
one I imagined to be you—tor fb was a lady, and 
she went lato your room,” 

“16 must-have been Haldés Darrell)” said 
Marlel ; and then, fea that the circumstances 
juatiBed her in revealiog ft, she told Claud of the 
augagement that had existed between the young 














oe “bes thabeannot be trae 


" "They eay love is pred yg oe: feel- 





hited shan anything else, a 





va, were glowing with the 


Mr Dashiaticame to Heathcliff even earlier 
than had been arracged ; he Insieted on having 
Haidé’s money settled on herself, and so there 
were several interviews with the lawyers to be 
got over, and matters to arrange that could only 
be done by himself, 

“What @ sacrifice it was on the part of the 
lonely recluse to leave his home among the quiet 
hills, and mingle once more with hie kind, can 
hardly be estimated, especially when it broughs 
him amld the scenes that-every recollection com- 
bined to fender most painful: = * 

He did nob + EO to the Grange—which wouald, 
indeed, have been hardly habitable without some 
preperation in the way of. fires to Ft es ong the 


bam J that so many 

table—and thie {tt that father aaa 
docgiee met together under the toof of Heath- 
cliff Priors, 

Haldés greeted bin with » loving tenderness 
that had something of ‘protection in [f. He 
seemed to hereven dearer sincé she had heard of 
bls crime, and the expiation to which he had 
| condemned himwelf—asn exp!ation tenfold bitterer 
a ig inhi justice the law ‘could have 


She tried hér beat to hide the change that had 

paced oui tha es ot 6 ce sincé ‘they 

atthe eyes of sffection are keen, and: 
noticed, 


twas the first thing he 

** You are not well, my dariiog” he’ 
f | eafd, as they wood toger ‘fa bis root, whither! 
abe a ee the parp.se 2e0 Of downstairs 
to dinner with hig" **1 je maf mp ro 
and excitement you have led here-so i 
to*thad bo which you have been accastomed—shas 


ft axed to ft fa'tinee.” 
% 88 sood as the wedding ties 
et ow must contrive to bé 
woo the cvlour back to your ‘ngain,” he 
‘her f “T 


Wetlegirl develop from a 6 


"Ver strange, paps, F can hardly realise fb 
myself yet.” | “aan 
te you are happy, my 
Iam very 


ci,” ah "repel feulg tad enact 





questions that might not ae been do enslly 


7 brighsneas:o Par bet that See near 78s 
‘apd orang é 


3 


b Geena 
} ta 





| bean too much for you.”* ; 
" Yeu,” she ; Haitlly, not’ ‘her 
eyes, but twisting her flogers to na. out ce 

wash oy chain, as she had had of dothg ¢ 
pe fw ehilabood, * to aoabe:' th is ‘that. E 
are 


looming 
. ‘Threems utrauge’ to-think of you as ‘a | 
+ Betaa bigigee Stata Reon eT 


evaded, she slipped her arm through his and ied 
him ‘to the door, 

Downstairs, lo the drawing-roo v, looking hand 
some and stately in his evening dress, waited 81 
Jasper—a smile of perfect satisfaction on his 
monustached lips, and an expression as placid a: 
if no single sia had ever soled the purlty of bis 
conscience, 

He had been telling himself what an ex- 
arene lucky fellow he was, Everything he 

had had to do with had prospered ; he bad ewept 


out of his way obsteaieal hat lah have appalled 
tdhad:wom for himself a 


any man less b 






touch ; al 
““Comelones It a ‘old “‘wonan’s Imagi 
mind that mast bs tn 
teas tobe pryn nd tly feeble. ange ne opr it 


not, and ib to scorn | 


iealng” pore tes 


jorrag harm pe ing a Alen 
ever they put on, always ion an air of being 
‘ dressed up, while our clothes ssem $o you like 


Bat how fs tt you do not 


woe the ovensS Seta Re 

**T forgot them,” ano waned 

The Baronet’s black brows Thaguiher ios 
slight frown, bat he only shrugged his shoulder, 


as ff he would say, P aa captica! Who 
shall ever understand it saa 
* 


tly 
“TI wonder w = foun ‘come! She 
ought to remember are her last days of 
playing hostess as the Priors, and try her best 
to redeem her character for punctuality,” he 


observed. 

Jaet then there came a riaging at the 
| bell,and : Lowmedfately Ciectibcrttioies ‘by 
& footman, who seemed to be expostulating with 
him on his abenpt enttrance—-there appeared M-. 
ierson | 
“Sir Jasper, Pay I have a few miloates’ 


i” Be ‘ald, bowing to 
Haldé: and her pony pany siren oma 


v 


7 


old. 
oe the ‘present momen f:8.Oértatnly-not 1” 
: Sir Jasper, —— 0 oe 
to impress upon a mele apa 
to cath undeotnlbewil 
“Necessity kiows no law; onl I was nod 
ee een ce The baslnees 
brought me here is important—— 
“Toportant or "not, ib must.be deferred!” 


a 


interrapted. the rman? petiously, ‘To - 
“bhe: presence of my” gueste—one o 
e-Anthoaslin. ofthe tnaposibilieyt 2x7 
‘further. of the furpossibiiity of my 
‘listening to him,’ beagted ovat Bes 
© “Dhs présenc¥of your guests, so far from being 
“ati ‘obstacle,» I look oepon ay avery: favoursbic 
\-clroums tances! "i-was Plerson's. imperturbable 





sight of whos the. ths Barone: 
would-have-uttered froze on his lips. 

He aod grasped hold of the corner 
of ‘which he steody while » 
lock of deadly fear diinted.in. his eyes, —But |! 

stranger's: ‘wes thus 
: ; on. the baronet, ft was not less s0.on Hue tae 
one in a dregm. 
p 4 Veho: are yout”, he exclaimed, boarcely, 
entirely beyond 


so ste 


an, 


— mA iti we wwe Ae Ue et Oe ~s 2 © © ee 


in a Oe eS a 


hat 2 toe ee ee 


— i a 4 ee eo oo ee 2 ee OO 2 fee Eee OU Oe ae 2 oe 
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“You bave the face—grown old—of oce who has 
haunte? me all these years-—the face of Charles 
Ruthven |” 

“Tem Charles Rathven |” 

A low ery broke from Darrell’s white ip:. 

“Are my senses playing me fale, or are you a 
spirit }” he mattered, keeping bis eyes fixed fn 


their terrified tare, : 

“ Neither | Iam Charles Rathven in the flesh ;7 
the same who was sup’ to have been drowned 
80 Tong "gos bab whom bis fall frcm.the cliffs did 
not kill 1” 

Comprehension séemed to dawn on Darrell.; 
He turned round and fisrcely faced Sic Jasper. 

“Ts thie true? Have you crushed my life with 
a lie, by making me believe myself a murderer? 
Answer!” he cried, furfouely, and clutching bim 
by the shoulder as {f he would compel a reply. 
“Do you hear me?” 


Sir J 
he staggered back, his feeble strength exhausted 
by the effort {t bad made, while Hafdés ran for- 
ward to help him, 

The it disont beronet folded his arme across 
his br chest, and though his face was very 
whit? his eyes were as yet undaunted, ' 

‘(What does thie mean!” be asked, his gaze 
travelling from one to the.other of the four faces! 

h fn fte.way.as determined as bis 
own. . " Peesumption has verily reached a 
when you force yourself thus lato my presence 
mt om it tien ot ait usurper |”, 

“ Your ) be 
oud Charles Ruthven, fnterupting him. ‘It 
would indeed be yours if blackest. villainy were 
sofficient.to establish a claim; but the time is 
past when fb conid avail, You have.reached the 
endof your tether now, and:evensuch consummate 
cosercesiaaiiinns a8, you are master of is power- 
leas to aid_you, Iam nob so much altered but! 
that people will identify me even as Eustace 


After all he had not himself to blame, for the 
pete ys eo ef chance se much as «kill,: 
and no- 
foreseen what had happened. 
bad come a day or two later when Haidée 
have been his wife 


tak ; 
vival raggey Sages 
egsinst him, and so he must 


> 


£ 


Pe nest found Slr Charles and my 
* Aud’ Wrought you’ thane; 2” ex: 
“Tt you would be able to ‘answer that 
tea wont ey ean” wen ania 





per shook him off ecntemptuously, and | 


hoped ”’-~with a harsh laveh——'' I had seen the 
last of you.” 

" Doubtless," rejoined Philip, quist'y. ‘' From 
what has since come to my knowledge I should 
imagine you were very sorry ever to have set 
eyes on me aball, I know the truth, now, and 
your conduct is a-mystery no longer.” 

* The truth !” he muttered, while Haldés, who 
had been a silent witness of theee strange pro- 
ceedings, looked up with even quickened interest ; 
“and what may that be?” 

*T am in a position to give you an auswer,”’ 
said Sir Charles, who still leaned on the young 
man’s shoulder. This is my eon, Philip 
Greville Rathven, and the rightfal heir to Heath-' 
cliff Priors.” 


At the moment he made this announcement 
the door opened, and Sybil Ruthven stood on 


the threshold, in haughty surprise from: 
one to the other, allege ry Oy eh 
theu:she reeled batk, a strange, dazed éx pression 


her face, and-a low, half-strangled cry gurg-| 
from her po: 

she sald was nover destined to be known, 
fell: prone on her face, a dead, heavy 


Pierson rushed forward to raise her, calling 
loudly for brandy, and wondering at the: com! 
plete inertness of her form as it iay in his arms, 

Bat when brandy was brought it was no longer’ 


‘i 
i 


f 
F 


i 


withdraw her and - promise: herself to 
Sir Jasper—Sir J no longer, but a farlous 
pointed man, who had left Heathcliff Priors 


ree nah hope the echo of his sins 
not 
* Pierson acted as “‘ best man” on the occasion, 


And so Muriel never knew of the drama in 
which she had unconsciously played’ so promi- 
mente part, and of which, but for Pailip, she 
would have been the victim. 








'! Tam alone with the 








the old energy that his captivity stole from bia. 
This may be, in a measure, owing to the fact 
that a celebrated physician has done a greab 
deal towards restoring his health, and he can 
now walk without the ald of the crutch that bis 
former lameness rendered necessary. 

Still he leaves the management of the estate 
and all business detalle to his eon, who shares, 
with his beautiful wife, the popularity of the 
county, 

Of Philip and Haldés’s perfect content, it is 
hardly necessary to speak. Their love has gone 
through the cleansing fires of tribulation ; but 
surely it fs all the better and brighter for the 
test, and surely also has Fate, in the joy of the 
present, redeemed the misery of the past! 

They are both looking forward to ‘the spring 
time, for when ft. comes round agein they {n- 
tend having o little tour all to themeecives, and 
that tour will take them.away to the pleasant 


‘“ porth countrie,” to the brown, ‘breezy ‘hills 


and the violet- hued lake sleeping in their shadow, 
whore they first met, and where— 


* Love took up the harp of life, and smote on all the 
chinds With ih ™ 


Smote the chord of ae f, that, trembling, passed in 
music out of sight!” 


{THE END. |} 


Tars Stony Commencen my No. 1885, . Back Numpxr 
CAN STILL BE HAD, 








THE. FATE OF PHYLLIS. 


—!0: — 
(Continued from page 441.) 


" As you judge best, doctor,” replies my father. 

“Very well, then, Miss Avis, if you will 
promise to be very good and do all thatI nek 
you, I will tell you the name that you are so 
anxious to remember.” 

** When?” I whisper. : 

“Let me see. To-day is Monday, ‘Well, we 
will say on Saturday morning, Oaly you must 
be good fn the meantime.” 

“JT will! I willl” I. celterate, then close my 

es once more and try to think it all ont, But 

name {s the milssing link in my confused 
ideas ; and therefore, the past remains a blank to 
me still, And yet I still over it; and 
strive xo hard to pierce the thick curtain which 
seems to obscure my mental vibion each time 
that I begin a retrospection, 

The days pass quickly by, 

Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday ; end 
at length Saturday comes and finds me so much 
stronger that Dr, Forbes is delighted with. my 
improvement, and begins merily to discuss plans 
with Popsie for my rémoval to the south of 
France early the following week. 
oi cle ee ae wa 

m2 A 0 
promise, he rises, and bidding me “good-bye,” 
places on the small table’ sealed 
packet, ‘ 

"That will supply Pe 
Avis,” he says. “‘ Read 
to the flames. ‘Tt ‘will 
away knowing all.” ’ 

Saying this he nods mié farewéll once again, 
and then the door closes on P. and him, pod 

sealed p . 
I life ft up and } at the 
Nothing bur the 
shaky characters, 
of the single word the 
and the past lice before me 

“Paylite!” I gasp, ae 
eyes and course down cheeks, 
what ber secret was!” I exclaim. 

Tearlu oe the enclosure I drew forth’ a 
aheet of foreign note- A 
In her wall renciateved Ghia. 

I read ; 


* Avis, b 
have 


f 
‘ 
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life. Avis, I have heard that you were a witness 
of my leet meeting with Lewis Disney or Lewis 
Morrice. 1am giad it was so in one way, as | 
feel that the blow would be less hard to bear 
now that you have seen for yourself what the 
mancan be. You heard him call me wife! Yes ; 
Tam his wife! and he fs my husband for the 
short longer that I remain in this dreary 
and world, But never ly did I be. 
come wed to him, Avia. No; I loved another 
at the time, and he loved me, but would not de- 
clare his love ; for I was rich, and he was poor, 
I could not tell bim that I bad enough for both, 
and so he went far, far away out of my sight for 
ever, And I, in my bitterness of heard and 
great sorrow, cared not what bectme of me. And 
so, when Lewis Morrice presented himself before 
me, with his honeyed speeches and ‘ make- 
believe’ loyalty and love, I accepted him. We 
were married, and for a few months all went 
well, I rushed madly into the gay vortex cf 
society to be met with in Paris, and flattered 
myself that I was happy. Bata change came, 
Soon I learnt from others the trath of my hus- 
band’s real disposition and character, He was 8 
fortune hunter, and had married me solely for 
my wealth. 

“ How well I remember the evening in Jane 
when I accused him of it! And ” for 
eq g my fortune in gambling and such 
like ! We were strolling together by the 
of a lake at the time. He stopped suddenly as 
my scornfal words sounded on his ear, glancing 
rapidly to right and left; then, with all the 
fary and passion of a murderer Iu bie every fea- 
ture, he sefzed me and d me to the edge 
of the dark depths, Jast as I felt the cold 
waters close over me a thick cloud obscured the 
moon’s bright rays. With one plercing shriek I 
sank. The last thing I was conscious of was my 
husband's face | down on me from the 
bank above, with an expression on it that words 
fail me to describe. When I roes to the surface 
I was fortunate enough to grasp at something 
solid. It was a boat that was drifting looely 
about, I clung to ft with all my <> and 
was found the next morning by a wood-cutter, 
going early to his dally labour. The promise of 
a heavy reward for his secrecy sealed his lips ; 
and, from that day to this, no one knows of the 
dark cloud that has overshadowed my life since 
that sweet Jane evening. 

“lam writing you this account of my sad his- 
tory that you may never waste another moment 
in regretting the past, or In mournfully recalling 
the looks and tones of one who has brought so 
much sorrow for us both, Now, farewell, from 
one whom you will never again meet in this 
world, 


This {fs all the letter contains. 

‘Oh, Phyliie, Phylife!” I moan, as I loek 
long and sadly at the signature of my friend, and 
reslise the sense of the concluding words. 
“Never agaia? And all his fault! And I loved 
him so, And I have been foolish and wilful. J 
have given pain to another, and now it is my 
turn, Ob, Lewls, Lewis! How could you treat 
her so?” and tears came to my ald. 

For full ten minutes or more I weep on, while 
it all fiashes before me, The woman’s scream ; 
my midnight walk ; the scene In the summer- 
bouse ; and lastly——. 

Batno! I strive hard and put that aside, 

With a shudder I dry my eyes, and refolding 
Payllie’s letter, I return it to its enclosure then 
call 


“ PHYLLis ” 


“ Popate!” 


* * * + * 


“ Will you come for a stroll across the sands 
and the rocke, Popele ?"’ 

“Tam sorry I can’t accede to your invitation, 
Avis ; but, unfortunately, the post has brought 
meso many letters hat I feel compelied to waste 
at least two hours of this glorious sunehive In re- 
plying to them.” 

* Nasty old business letters, I suppose, Pop- 
ele! I wish I could help you.” 

My father emiles os he lays his hand on one 
envelope, and holds it up to my view, and then 
says,~—- 





2 Not all businees letters, Avis. This fs an ex- 


T scan the bold, manly characters, and a faint, 
colour tinges my cheeks as I recognise the cali- 
graphy of Roy Seton, 

* From Roy Seton)” I question, carelessly. 

** Yes, Avis. Would you welcome him if he 

M tether ee tds softly 

y , laying his band on 
mine, meanwhile, 4 
“Oh, Popsle, I can scarcely tell!’ I murmur. 

“Bat you would not send him away, again, 
Avis!” 

"No; I think not, Popsie.” 

My father kisses my brow once or twice, then 

bide me go forih into the golden eanshine. 
. “Twill come later on, Avis,” he says, as he 
turns away to bis escriioire, and places Roy 
Seton’s letter therein, while J saunter forth into 
the bright, golden sunshine, past the gardens 
where bloom the never-leaflees rose-trees and 
sweet-scented myrtles. On and on, till I gain 
the long stretch of yellow-sands. 

It is fatensely uot out here under the blue sky, 
and I quicken my steps covssquently, so as to 
gain the shelter of the big brown rocks ahead. 

At last I fiod a nice, cod], shady spot, and then 
throwing aside wy hat, I give myself up to the 
thoughts awakened in my heart by Roy Seton’s 
handwriting. Is he coming to again try his fate! 
And, if eo, shall I again send hia away! I can’t 
tell, for there are moments in my life stil’, when 
all the freshness, all the sweetness and passion of 
my fret love returns in all its force ; and I shed 
bitter tears as I dwell upon the past, and finger 


car ly the small, brown forget-me-nots, 
which I can’t find in my heart to yet part from. 
ve them with me as I sit bere amid: the 


First one tear, and then a second, falls with a 
little splash on the dry and withered mement-es 
cobnected with my first entrance into the little 
boy’s kingdom. And then suddenly the other 


disgaet for che one actor and pity for the other. 
© Poor Phyllis,” I murmuy as I glance seaward, 
with strained gaze. 

Then my eyes fall again on the withered blos- 
some, lying so senseless and still on my dress, and 
I remember that his was the band thab first 
plucked them.. 
ay —— not keep them any longer,” I exclaim, 

a 


Then, sulting the action to the word, I collect 
them one by one, and ther, steppiog from my 
bower of rock, I advance close to the edge of the 
little silvery waver, and, exerting all my strength, 
IT cast the faded blossoms from me far ahead into 
the blue ocean, They fiatter in 


the 
breeze for a few seconds, then and float on 


‘*T am nob unwelcome this time, I hope, Avis,” 
he asks, presently, 

What can I say! I think of the withered petals 
now floating far out to sea; then, turning my 
still blushing face away from my companion, I 
murmur ever so softly,— 

“ No, Roy 1” 

Ooly two little words, but they are sufficient 





for my compsnion. Half an hour passes quick! 
and the dear Popsle joins us. re 
Somehow I feel hsppier tn my heart than I 
fn the ficst flash and intoxtcation 


[THE END.] 








OPALS AND DIAMONDS. 


CHAPTER XX.—(continued ) 


Teat hope was vain, however; for one day 
early ia November, as she etrolied in the . 
where great heaps of sodden, dun-coloured leaves 
lay under the bare trees, and the sere foliage yes 
elingipg to the dripping boughs would ever and 
anon come restling down in showers as the 
wood-pigeona or field-fares fiuttered overhead, 
winging their flight to the open, her would-bs 
lover j ined her, and she knew from the look on 
his face and the light In his eyes that he meant 
to speak whether she Jiked it or no, and that 
there was no eacape for her. 

after remarking on the mildness of the 

and the beauty cf the gfant oake, stil! 
well-farnished with ,» whose lower limbs 
were thickly draped {n velvety mosr, she 
paused, and gave him the opportunity he sought, 
which he was not slow to seizs. 

E’oquently he pleaded his cause, with an 
amazing amount of tenderness and feeling, con- 
sidering that he hated the woman beeide him, 
ais: enw A cb apenas ig to help 

to 


him coveted revenge. 

Attentively Miss Molyneux listened to {b all, 
and when he her to speak, 
she gen ft, telling him that 


his r 
she never dreamt he really meant to honour her 


truth, for now that her eyes were opened, 
Eunice realised that her heart really belonged 
to the Comte, whom she had known since child- 
hood, and whose steady, devoted, affection she 
was beginning to value at its true worth, and to 
return in kind—and that she could never be 
anything more to him than a friend, and thai 
she regretted exceedingly if her admiration for 
his talent, and the pleasure she took In his 
soclety, had misled him into thinkirg she enter- 
tained a warmer feeling for him, 


must have warned ber and put her on her guard, 
end with great tect and skill he tried te dizcover 
if this were the case, Bat with a skill thao 
equalled ff it did not surpass his own, Eanice 
parried his questions, showing plainly that she 
the tach Maud attributed to her, and 
ve him the idea that her sieter-in-law had not 
to her about him, and that the refusal 
the result solely of her affections being 


oH 


was clever, yet he was po match 

- , self-poxseesed woman at bis 
knew bus too well how much depended 
e of refusing him, and who, besides, 
piqued to no small extent by the knowledge 
he had t to make her his wife from 5 
motive, and who therefore exerted 
the utmost to throw duet in his eyes, 
ie him, and she succeeded marvellously 


this will make no difference to our 
4” she sald, kindly, as he prepared to 


ve. 

not,” he rejoined, knowing that i) 
do to quarrel with her, and be de- 
entering Molyneux Hall as a wel- 
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vee us very often, both 
Ri , I trust. My brother 
x always be extremely 
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She knew that it was politic to say this, 
though she hated herself for the hypocrisy. 

“JT shall do so with great pleasure,” he an- 
ewered, readily, “ when | return from abroad,” 

" Are you going away, then ?” 

"Yes, bol Princess oe Ne sent ng 
me to t portrait. As {tls an honour 
pthed oo dh I shall have to start for Rassia 
within the month.” x 

oA journey.” 

oft mniatoed. I boped {t would have been 
shortened and sweetened by your *tompanion- 
ehip,” he added, infusing vast amouut of 
epurious tenderness Into his voice. 

“Did you, really?” , 
panion, hing, and wishing renapen: | that he 
would go, as the tender speeches and amorous 
glances that accompanied them were slightly 
embarrassing and excessively wearisome to 


her, 

“I did most truly. That hope, however, like 
a good many others I have indulged Ip, has 
flown.” 

“Will you be away long?” she queried, 
thinklug what a relief his absence would be to 


many commissions from other weal 
vite beauties, so 1 shall have plenty 
cecupy that time, though, now that you 
refased me, my interest in trying to 
princely fortune will be nil, I shall ha’ 
to work for, no incentive to try and 
and wealth.” 

Miss Molyneux made po response to t) 


8 ong 
Eve 


g 
Li 


é 
8 § 


FREE 


brother too dear, so kept silent, 
"Is there no chance for me in the future? 
Is my suit quite hopeless?” he asked, after a 


“ Qalte,” she aon firmly. 


house ; “{o will be a weight off her mind to 
know that he ls gone for six months certain.” 

Aud, having arrived at that conclusion, she 

went straight to the blue boudoir, where her 

sister-in-law was sitting before a fire heaped 

with coal, her little son on her lap, and a 

ty afternoon tea-service on a table at her 


Very different the charming room looked to 
the sodden, damp garden. It was a pleasant 
contrast to anyone coming in from it, The 
cartains were drawn, keeping out the keen wind 
that was beginning to bluster and howl round 
the old house; a lamp, shaded by a 
cover, threw a rosy glow over the filmy lace and 
round tables, with their costly nick-nacks, and 
2 sntegsd lory, in he ra 
scar b- ' 
top of bis cage; on the 
Jacko; while Rafus 
the marble fender, and 
glowing embers, 

“You are comfortable here,” 
Eunice, as she tossed off her furr, and knelt 
before the crackling, blazing fire, warming her 
slender Singers. 

“Yes, very,” agreed Maggle, as she handed her 
a thay crown Derby cup fall of fragrant tea, 

**You were wise not to go out to-day.” 

** Why! Is it so very unpleasant} ” 

**T found {t extremely so,” 

** Was {t raining |’ 

**No; neither was it-blowing. The wind has 
ba a risen.” 

“ What made ib unpleasant, then ” 

‘The people who were about,” 

“What doyou mean, Eunice }” 

Maggie’s face and manner were full of un- 
concealed anxiety. 

‘* Wir, O'Hara was fn the rose-garden.”’ 

vf naga a 

‘Yes; an roposed to me," 

“ And may 

“T refused him!” 


“What! What did he Magzle, 


& 


eay ? ” gas 
white as ashes, and trembling violently, 
** Not very much.” 

pd ty be take—your refusal—quietly 
"Yes. 


+ 
o Did—did—he—suspect that I had—warned 


hy 
Mach more so than I thought he 


oul 
“No, I took care that he should not, I 
that my affections were 
slready engaged ; had been, in fact, for a lon 
time After telling him that I suppose I shail 


the Comte, to show that I reall 
meant what f cald.” . 


“ And will you mind tng Sek) eet her 
yop eagerly, bending forward to look Into 
or face, 
“No, I think I shall not mind—now—much,” 
Eunice quictly, a tender mile curvy- 
a red lips, as she gazed dreamily into 
“Tam so glad,” ejsculated 'y Molyneux, 
with a sigh of relief. “ M. de V: loves you 
80 troly, and will, I’m sure, make such an ex- 
cellent husband,” 


wp ae capa nts 
ve not ou my best 
asta” the Mia oh in a minute, . , 
"© What is that?” 
* Our béte noir ts golng away.” 


” 

" For long?” 

“ Six months.” 

“'Toank Heaven !” 

Maggie breathed the words most devoutly. 

“ You are glad?” 

‘ More than glad, I feel as though a weight 
had been lifted off my heart, 2 cloud that shadows 
every joy and darkens every hour blown away. 
I can be happy now for awhile,” 

“Yes, enjoy the present, and don’t think of 
the future. ‘Sofficlent for the day,’ &c. You 
will write to Maud, and tell her that I have 





‘jadiciously ’ declined the offer of his hand and 
heart” 





" Yes.” 

“ When do you think she will be back?” 

“Before very long now. In her letter of 
yeaterday she said euut could not last another 
fortnight, and that as soon as she had settled 
affairs she would return.” 

“Then we shall see her before very long.” 

"TI think so.” 


CHAPTER XXI 
CHRISTMAS AT MOLYNEUX HALL 


‘'TRLEGRAM, my Iady,” sald Peyton, one 
morning about a month later, ashe held out a 
sliver salver on which lay a yellow envelope. 

“From Maud,” sald Maggie, after acanning it 
hastily. ‘ Poor aunt died yesterday, very peace- 
fully and qufletly, She says we are to expect her 
next Wednesday. She {fs going to the Pa: s nage, 
to join papa, and wonderaif Mrs. Truelove will 
be put out at her sudden arrival.” 

“Would you like to ask her here 1” suggested 
Sir Lionel, 

“May I!” cried his wife eagerly. 

“May you! Why, of course, my love; this 
house is yours, and you can Invite whom you 
like to is.” 

“ How good you are, Li,” she ejaculated, going 
over to him, and nestling her cheek against his, 

‘Why good?” 

“Because you are always doing something to 
please me.” 

“* Bat pleasing you is the greatest pleasure off 
my life; so you see, after alJ, fam nothing but a 
very selfish fellow.” 

“Don’t say that, 
kindest of——” 

“Oh, come, I must stop this, You will 
make me conceited,” and entekieg ber {n his arms 
he closed her willing lips with « kiss, teader and 
loving as ever man gave to woman, while Maggie 
clung to him In that half-timid, wholly fond way 
which wae one of ber chief charms In his eyes. 

“Well, how are yout” queried Mand, the 
following Wednesday, when she had thrown off 
her travelling wraps, and was sitting with her 
sister In the boudoir, partaking of “ the cup that 
cheers, but not inebriates.’’ 

“ Very well, Don't I look so?” 

“You do, fodeed. Qulte blooming and 
matronly. Eight months have made a great 
difference in you. 

" Have ? And how are you?” 

at asl always am, thanks. Where ls my 

Ww ” 

In the nursery. Do you want to see him?” 
‘Of course. I am dying to criticlee bim.” 
“Don't die then. i will send for bim. I 

never infilct him on any one till they ask to be 
inflicted.” 

“You are quite right. Itis disgusting to see 
the way in which some women pester peop'e with 
their bantlings, exhibiting them to every visitor 
and casual caller as though they were rarities, 
seen only once fp a lifetime.” 

*“Qaliteso, Now what do you think of little 
Jack?” she continued, ss the nurse brought In 
her child, and she held him up for inspection. 

"He is a dear livtle fellow,” responded Maud, 
takiog him im her arms. “ You are very lucky, 


as I've told you before,” 
perfectly bappy, 


You are the dearest, best, 


‘IT knowIam. I should be 

ectly content, eave for one thing. 

“Bat he has gone away, you wrote me,” 

“Yes; only for aix months though. He will 
come back.” 4 

'* He may not.” 

“Ah!I am sure he will, He told me he 
would have revenge, and I know but too weil 
that he will keep his word.” 

eo ee. ni, Seam ee 
subject,” , us tly, not caring to pursue 
it, otin to her, 

‘What shall we talk abont?” asked Lady 


A pleasant part, not the an- 
pleasant. I told you all about the poor soul’s 
death in my letter of Monday *” 

o 


“ Now I'll tell how she has left her money. 
You, I, Laura, Kate have four handred a-year, 
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Dad two, and the other twelve hundred goes to 
found a charity for coddling and keeping old 
women over sixty.” 

“I wish she had found some more deserving 
object than myself,” ssid Maggie, “'I have so 
mach already, I don’t want any more.” 

“Pooh! Four hundred a-year will bea nice 
Hitle sum for pocket money. I shall not find It 
ii [dare « d it will be thing £ 

say not, and {bt will be « great ig for 
father, Laura, and Kate,” 

“Yes, She might have lefi him the same as 
she left us, A thousand a-year would have been 
ample for the old crones to find them in tea and 
snoff and flannel bandages.” 

“It was very good of her to leave it us at all, 
I hardly expected she would.” 

“NorT, until just lately. I thought she might, 
bat I knew she might not, so I suppose I must 
be thankfai.” 

** You ought to be.” 

‘Then Iam what I ought to be for once in a 
way. I don’t know what I should have done 
without it with regard to my trousseau,” 

“Twould have helped you, of course,” 

“Thanks. You and Li are very good, still I 
don't care to ride a willing horse to death, and 
he might not care to pay all my milliner’s bills.” 

“T don’t think he would mind. You know he 
owes you a vast debt of gratitude for smoothing 
matters over with Dad, and getting him to con- 
cent to our marriage,” 

“That waa nothing,” rejoined Maud, hastily, 
turning her head away to hide the deep blush 
that rose to her cheek, as she thought of the 
base motive that had prompted her to intercede 
for them with Mr, Randal. ‘‘ Nothing at all, 
He oughtn’t to think about it.” 

“He does think about It, and always will, I 
em sure he would doanything for you.” 

* He le very I don’s & I shall ask 
him to do an very much out of the common. 
Still, there is one thing I should like with regard 


to my » 

** What fs thst ” 

“TI should like to be married from here, as you 
were, and to have the breakfast here. Do you 
think he would let me ?” 

“Tem surehe would, He will be delighted 
to do anything to pleaee you.” > 

“ Will you speak to him about ft, shen !” 

‘*¥es, To-morrow.” 

* Thanks,” 

And then Maud sat silent for some time, watch- 
fog the flames as they lespband blazed up the 
wide chimney, and building her castles in the 
air. 


Maud was more than pleased at her sister's 
aseurance that the Baronet would have no objec- 
tion to her being married from the Hall. She 
was vain anc ambitious, and recoiled from the 
idea of asking Cifnton’s grand friends to the 
shabby old haps: = em 
Besides, she was ined that her wedding 
sheuld be s more brilliant atfsir than Maggie's, 
and {t could nob y be so unless she 

to have neux Hall given over to 
her, as {b were, for the day, and the guests 
bidden there, instead of to her own poverty- 
stricken home. 

‘*When {is Clifford to arrive in England?” 
asked her ledyship, breaking the somewhat 
lengthy ailence that had fallen on them, 

“ Early next month.” 

“ He won’t be here for Obristmas?” 

“No, unfortunately he won’t.”’ 

“ Have you fixed the happy day ?” 

** Not quite. It is to be some time in April, 
as we want to travel for a couple of months on 
the Continent before going out to India.” 

“ Toat will be very nice,” 

“I suppose ft will, though my only  ex- 
perience of foreign travel was a very unpleasant 
one” 

“Netarally, You will find, I think, travelling 
with a handsome, agreeable, devoted man 
slightly different from travelling with a querulous 
invalid.” 

“*T hope so. I shall never think of Florence 
without a shudder,” 

“It must bave been dreadfal for you, alone 
there with only poor aunt,” 


"Tt was simply awfal” 

“You mustn’t think about It any more, We 
are going to be as gay as wecan, in a quiet way, 
here at Christmas,” 

“Are you? I wish Clifford could join us,” 

“Sodo I. Weare golng to have some sheep 
roasted whole for the poor folk, and a tree laden 
with all sorta of pretty and useful things, and 
give them a gala night, doing ali we can to 
alleviate their enfferinge this winter, as It will 
be the first Li has spent ab home since he came 


of ” 

OPhat’e right. You will become a perfect 
Lady Bountiful, and I must help you while I 
remain here. By the way, I ought to go and eee 
dad ; he will be offended if I don’t, and I am 
anxious to know whst arrangements the True- 
loves have made for Christmas, Do you think 
they make him comfortable t”’ 

“Tam sure they do,” Maggie, warmly.’ 
€Mrs, Tenelove is ® most motherly old soul, and 
her husband {ndefatigable over parish matters. 
All dad has to do now {s to preach a sermon once 
every Sanday, the rest of his time he spends 
am his beloved books and papers. It was a 
splendid idea of Li’s, and has’ answered wonder- 
fully well.” 

"Then you don’t think he will mind iy 
ataying here till my marriage, as you kindly 
auggest 3” 

“JT am sure he won't, You know whab an 
absent man dad is; so long as his creature 
comforts are attended to the only society he 
wants is that of bis booke, and his curate’s 
wife is famous at pies and puddings, and jugged 
hare and all eorts of delicacies, so he is perfectly 
happy.” : 

“Tam glad tohear that, Will you come with 
me now, Msg!” 

‘© Yes, if you it, You must be tired, 
Shall [ order one of the carriages }” 

** No, not for me, I should prefer walking.” 

“Very well then. I will take baby to the 
nureery, and be ready im five minutes ;” and in 
lees than that time Molyneux came down, 
and tagether the sistite diirted 0h their walk to 
the Parsonags, through the woods, where the 
snow layin patches, dageling white, on faded 
green, between the trunks of the great trees, 
—— the holly ao sores, = the acorns 
v y carpeted ground, an -veined 
ivy clung and trafled, and where the tim{d rabbits 
crept out to nibble ab the brown faded grasses, 

the song of the thrush and the sharp burried 
note of the chaffinch were heard. 


CHAPTER XXII. 


Taxy found Mr. Randal fn hic study, sur- 
rounded, as usual, by old books,and papers, and 
Bibles. He looked a little spprehensively at his 
cold, brilliant, second daughter, of whom he 
stood slightly in awe, and who was the only 
disturbing element fn his peaceful life, and very 
tenderly at Moggle, the fair-halred child he loved 
so dearly. 

* Well, my love, you have returned at last!” 
he sald to the former, as he turned his face 
towards her to receive the chill kiss with which 

favoured him. 


"Yes, father, at last, My stay was o lengthy 
one, but, of course, Lcould not leave aunt,” 

“Of course nob, my love. It was very sweet 
of you to stay with Elfza, and soothe her last 
moments, Poor soul, I was glad to hear she died 
so pescefully.” 

"Yer, {b was very quiet at the end.” 

“Thank Heaven. I wanted to come and see 
her, but dreaded the journey. I don’t grow 
younger, Maud, I don’t grow y = 

was superfiuous 
could see that the old g 
going down ‘the hill, 


“No, The journey would have proved 
—. Ton are at home now, reid 
all that could be done.” 


“ And ‘how 





“Tam aid.” 
hot ‘hive you “wp woe al Are 
} you comfortable—well looked 1 f 





“Most comfortable, Trueloye ts a treasure,” 

" And hia wife?” 

“Is another treasure, I don’t knaw what I 
should do without them now.” 

“Then, you won't mind my staying with 
Maggie till my marrisge? I might inconvenience 
and éistuarb you here, as I have to get my 
troussean and outfit for India,” 

“Not at all, my dear,” he answered, with an 

alacrity that was hardly flattering, and a bean. 
ing smile on his placid face at the prospect of 
being left undisturbed in his old ramshackle 
house, and escaping from an inroad of milliners 
and dressmekers, cooks and confectioners, and 
other tiresome people, so necessary at the pro- 
parations for a grand wedding. 
: “ You won’b miss me, as you are 60 well cared 
lor.” 
“Not so much as I should if Lione) had not 
kindly provided me with a curate. It has taken 
& world of trouble and care off my shoulders, » 
world that was becoming rather tov heavy, now 
that I am getting old and weary. I shall never 
be able to thank you enough,” and the Rector 
prested Maggie’s hand tenderly fn his, 

*‘ Don’s try, dad,” she whispered in hid ear, 
“he doesn't want to be than He is only too 
happy to think that it Is a relief to you.” 

*Bleas him |" ejactilated Mr. Randal, heartily. 

“That is settled, then,” continued Maud, 
calmly, ‘and, as there would hardly be room 
here for all the guests, Clifford will want to sek, 
I shall, with Lionel’s permission, bave the break- 
fast at the Hell, It would only disturb and 
annoy you here,” 

“Qaite so, quite so,” agreed her father. 


"When are you to be married 1” 


“ Next April.” 

"Well, my dear, I can 
you will be ss happy as 

“ Thanke ; I-hope I shall.’ 

And then, after some conversation about the 
Christmas festivities; and the sistere 
took leave of their father, and wended their way 


back to the Hall, 
tly on, everyone 


only say that I hope 


The days eped swif was very 
comforts for the poor vil folk, 
and when tmas ive came they were 


packete 
tobaceo, and rolls of flannel with profuse thanks. 
All the Baronet’s people were present at the 
gathering, even Nance Twerton and her’ little 
grandchild, habited, as usual, lo her grotesque 


She had left ber von on guard ab the Dower 
House, and had come outto enjoy herself, which 
mutterin; 


pla 
wecousian abivel of 
t antiquated instruments as they “were of 


their faulty playing. 


* Don’ ?” ssid Eanice, who with the 
Comte at Nee eile, stood ing the bump- 
owe with kindly interest. vs seem to like 


OT deat bone ow they can like such horse 
play,” continged Mise Randal, who since ber 
t had become a very great lady indeed, 
and never could understand io 


bed sore 
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“They don’) seem to find Iv awful. They 
enjoy it. Don’t you think so, Comte }” 
, ‘b sesm to very much, and I don’t wonder 
a Why " 
" Because those lads and lasses giguant—~what 
together 


way, and Miss Molyneux blushed redly, for that 

Fo erties ng dye poem Paerent and 

earée on same that’ 
ite feet leah bo Citaton: = 

** Of course,” she murmured, and then went 

over to who stood at the top of the Hall 

with her and chatted to her, until the 
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HE 
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fl 
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ays A Ny 
'* Like it? I should think 
to oie on anette sdk 7 aay 


me sie, sa si png as 
_thenieel 


sé 


eeetane more to myself to-morrow. 
shared’ yph wlth bo manhiy to-vighk”™ , 
“You 1” he responded, kissing her 


I will read to you those new told you 


‘I should like any plece with you, palace 
or hovel, It is your love that makes my life ao 
ee ae much to do 


ts 
2 





CHAPTER XXIIL 
A WORD OF WARMING; 


Tuungs quisted down somewhat at Molynenx 
the Christmas festivities were over. 


love one | Zanica went back to the Rosary to stey with her 
wae 


ip rather a delicate state of 
health, the severe winter trying her greatly, and 
the Comte went over to France to get his house 
ready for the bride he was to to bring to it in the 
bi . 


5 
-§ 
28 
= # 
: 
4 
8 
B 
E 


as 
i 

F 
1 


HE 
[ite 
spe 
Freee 
pesdt 
fie 


E 


tease, 

Oh, don’t! don's, e¢!” she implored. 
* I love better—a —, times better— 
than aban else in payne sa world, You 
know- ” : 


“What, better than ttle Jack!” he inter- 


th 


i 


80 ae 
“I willdo all Ican for them. But fi they 
don’t intend to till hs has five hundred 
a-year Iam afraid they will have to walt some 
time, as he has under two now.” 

“T am afrald so,” 

“Well, there you little match-maker, don’t 
look so grave about it. I will call on Lord 
Singleton the next time I am in town and see if 
he can do anything for your lovery.” 

“Thanks, Li, you are good,” 

“No, you are good. I only do these sort of 


things te please you. As I told you once before 
IT am avery eelfish fellow.” 

“No, you are not, Don’t abuse yourself, I 
can’t bear to hear a word againsd you, even from 
your own lips,” 


“ Then as your word is my law I chall praise 
m for the reat of existence,” 
“Do, I shall never get tired of listening to 


you. 
"I might geb tired of listening to my own 
“That does nct matter at oll if I am 


“Ob, of course not, little tyrant, Ta-ta, I 
shall be late for the meet,” 

"Do oo think Oliffyrd could do anything for 
his brot in the way of allowing him a little 
more than he does!” questioned Maggie, as her 
huaband left the room. 

“No, I don’t,” rejoined Maud, somewhat 
sharply, for she had little or no sympathy with 
love-sick people who couldn’t marry for the want 
of a fow hundreds. ‘' Kighty pounds a-year is a 
fair allowance, and Clifford is not so very rich 
that he can afford to throw about his money in an 
utterly reckless fashion.” 

“No, notinan utterly reckless fashion, but, 
don’t you think he mighb allow him two hundred 
a-yoar !” suggested Lady Molyneuzx, timidly. 

“No, certainly not. We couldn’> afford to 
give so much.” 

* Not even with your four hundred a-gear}” 

“ Not even with that. We can’t tell what our 
expenses may be.” Here the fature Mrs, Ciin- 
ton tried to get up a blush of becoming modesty, 
and failed signally.. ' Perhaps later on, when we 
know what we shall want for ourselves, we might 
do something towards ralaing the allowance.” 

“Yes, Still the lovers must. woit If every- 
thing fs to be done in the future and nothing in 

nb.” 

“ Certainly they will bave to wait. Henrico is 
touch too young to marry at present; the mere 
idea is absurd, and, is Is equally absurd of you 
to play the part of champion to him.” 

“ Why ¢” 

“Because it looks as though you took a very 
tender interest fo him,” 

o Maud { ” 

“Tt does. You may expostulate as you like, 
but it does, and I don’t wonder ab Lionel sayfug 
that he will be jealous.” 

. ee nothing to be jealous of,” 


stammered 

"I know that, I know that you love only your 
husband, and take a mere romantic intereat In 
this boy, yet-all the world won't think so, and 
beware how you make people talk. Li was only 
jesting to-day, but it his jealousy ie really 
aroused, 1 will be awful, and I must confess that 
Tshouldn’t blame him if he did get angry, for 
Henrico haunts you like e shadow. If I want.to 
find him I ask where you are, and I know that 
I shall find him. ‘Then he is alwaye talking to 
you in half-whis pers-——” 

“ That is when he {fs telling me aboub his fancéc, 
and reading bits of her letters.” 

"TY dare say it is,’ Sulll you are too young and 
too lovely'to play the part of cnelipabaneininns 
to”'s young man. It doesn’s look well, and 
appearances go: long way here below.” 

“What am I to dot” cried Maggie in some 
bewilderment, ‘It id euch a relief to the pror 
boy to talk to me about bis affairs, Z don’d like 
to neem cold and uninterested.” 

“You needn’s exactly do that. Be cautious. 
He has only three weeks more to stay here now, 
and you needn't ask him eo much when I am 
married. It won't be necessary.” 

"Very well,” ber sister rather dole- 
fally, for she took quite a motherly interest in 
the young fellow, ‘It will be a rather unpies- 
sant atate of affairs, however, and I shall not be 
sorry now when his visit comes to an end.” 

And she was not, She found it hard to avold 
him, and not Hsten to the tales he poured out In 
his boyish voice about bis Itallan love ; still after 
Moud’s warning she did so, and found a 6 
deal to do in the nursery of a morning, Z 
little Jack, as he kicked about on a white 
rug, his favourite resting place, aud crumpled 
up his rosy Mttle fiogers and toes, and sedu- 
lously kept out of Henrico’s way, much to that 
young man’s dismay, for he liked nothing better 
than to pour his woes into her sympathetic ear. 
At last bis leave came to an end, and he departed 





\ for London, after having seen bis brother, who 
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arrived two days before he 
somer than ever, with his 
woof Eastern suns; 


greatly relieved, » 

worldly and wise enough to kuow that a friend- 
ship between a 
a good-looking 


sate B pay 4 married woman and 


could have wished, and her cheek as he 
was so cold that {t chilled his lips, wi 
glow of joy or a blush of shyness on 
ite marble pallor, while her eyes 

droop or falter. He had asked 

wife, She had said “yer,’? He loved her, he 
was an honourable 
and she liked him well enough not to make that 
marriage a bondage or a ain to herself. What 
more was required then? It had been all very 
well when she was not sure of him to exhibit 


not natural to her to be soft and lovable and sen- 
timental, and she would find it irksome to adopt 
habits of that kind, so she was ber natural self, 
calm, selfish, cold as ice— well-bred ; 
without a shade of coquetry or levity about her; 
always ready to walk, drive, or dance with him, 
sing his favourite songs, wear his favourite 
coloure ; never appearing to care for or seek the 
society of other mep, a model fiancée, in fact, one 
with whom he could not find fault ; and yet— 
and yet—he was not satiafied, though his dis- 
satisfaction had nothing very tangible to go on. 
Sill when a man Is going to marry a woman he 
may reasonably expect that sometimes she will 
kies him of her own accord, sometimes address 
him by an endearing title, sometimes appear 
plendil at his approsch, and show it by a kind- 
ling eye and blushing cheek. 

The future Mrs. Clinton, however, gave none 
of these pleasing little eigne, and as April drew 
nigh the Captain would sigh and wonder {f she 
would ever grow warmer towards him, and wish 
that she would cling lovingly to him and nestle 
her head against his shoulder as he had seen 
Maggie do that morniog, when walking in the 
gar with ber husband. 

“Perhaps she will care for me better after we 
are married,” he mused. “The wise people say 
that sometimes the great love comes after 

Heaven send {it does. I worship her 
—slmply worship her—and I fear my affection 
will prove wearisome, if she does nob respond 
more warmly, I must hope for the best. I must 
try and teach her to care for me as I care for her, 
and ff I succeed I shall be the happiest man on 
earth.” 

“Tf he succeeded.” Yes, “if.” That one 
little word made all the difference. The gallant 
soldier was not sure that he would wia what he 
longed to possess, far from {0 ; but he shut his 
eyes to the fact that it was most likely he would 
never possess it, and went biindly on, forging 
fetters that could never be loosed, dooming bim- 
self to a loveless, dual existence; for a man who 
does not poszess the tender confiding love of his 
wife leads a double dreamy sort of existence, 
shat out from all that is fairest and best in 
life—noisses, in fact, what is most worth living 
for. 

Maggte often noted the pained look in his blue 
eyes, but she knew her sister too well to think 
that ehe could do any good by interferlog. If a 
person is naturally cold and hard nothing on 
earth will make them soft and loving, and being 
aware of that she felt the task would be hopeless, 
80 forbore to speak, and busied herself with pre- 
parations for the double wedding, which was to 
be a very grand affair—grand enough to satlefy 
even Maud’s almost insatiable pride and vanity. 

Sir Lionel, who felt more than kindly towards 
her for the help she had given him {n his own 
love affairs, gave her a carte blanche to order what 
she liked for the breakfast, and do what she liked 
with the Hall for that \day ; and she took him at 
his word, and gave Ganter an order that astonished 
bim, while her bridecake was twice the sia: of 
Mias Molyneux’s. 


man, be would marry her, 





** Well, Ihope you have enough, Maud,” 
remarked E M a8 ie at Mise 
Randal stood In the latter's room, criticising the 
costly laces and dresser, and dainty hats tossed 
abont In wild confasion, on couches and chairs 
and tables. 

“You have as much as would stock a shop, 
and won't want to buy anything for the next five 

ears. 


* Oh, yea I shall!” 

“You ought not to wand to with such a collec- 
tion as thir. I have not half as much.” 

You are not golng to India." 

“True, still I don’t think even there you will 
require such relays. What a fortune ib must 
have cost you!” 

** A year and a-hailf’s income.” ’ 

“Six hundred pounds, and you received a 
great many presente. I think you have been 
extravagant, Oo my trousseau J expended under 
two,” 

“I daresay,” rejoloed Maud, with proud 
bumility.. “Then you have always had heaps of 
nice things, while I, until just lately, never had 
a decent gown to my back or » petticoat with a 
fiounce or a frill on it ; while a hat from Loulse, 
or a coat from Worth's, was an unknown 
luxury. Every woman is born with a taste for 
pretty things, and when it gets scope after belog 
crushed down for years and years, rvatarally 


it runs riot a little, and with me bas taken this | 


form. és 

‘Rather an expensive form. Bat, of couree, 

you know best. It is lucky you are golog to 
& rich man,” 


“Isn't Ib?” agreed the bride-elect, with the | 


utmost coolness. 


“It is, Indeed,” chimed in Maggie, giving vent 
to a little rippling laugh, for she had made her 


sister a present of the bridal robe which, with 
ite costly trimmings to match, had cost two 
hundred pounds. “You would never have done 
for @ poor man’s wife.” 

‘ No, Indeed. 
marrying a poor man.” 


Maud announced this fact in a most deter- | 


mined and decided manner. Perhaps it had 
escaped her memory that once In the lozg sgo 
she would have been willing—nay, more than 


willing—to have mated with a struggling artist, | 
possessing a little overa hundred a-year ; per- | 


haps she conveniently forgot it, as women of her 
type often do forget things that they don’t wish 
or want to remember. 

“T should think not,” ejaculated Miss Moly- 
neux ; “ you are eesentially a fashionable, society 
woman,” 


“ Thanks ; that isas much as to say that fam | 


frivolous and heartless,” 
"No, it fen’t, You know what I mean very 


well, and I haven’t time now to stay and argue | 


it out with you. 
House.” 

“What are you going there for?” exclaimed 
Maud, quickly. 

“To speak to Nance.” 

“What about !” 


I am going to the Dower 


“Well,” replied Miss Molyneux, with some | 
hesitation, ‘‘I fancy from what I have heard | 


that she had let somebody go over the house, 
shown it as a show-place, and that, you know will, 
never do,” 


I should never bave dreamt of | 


“ Ouets nly = 9 a ay aren Randa), 
promptly, “ you put as to that a: 
once, It she lets people go over it the news wil! 
soon be bruited abroad with regard to the 
padded room, and that will be most dangerous.” 

© Yes,” said Maggie, with ashen face and trem 
bling lipe, ‘‘ Li—may—hear of it.” 

**Can you trues her? Do you think it would 
be advisable to pub someone else in her place!” 
| “No, I think not,” replied Eanfce, slowly. 
| She must be left there. Hitherto she has been 
| moat falthfal, and 1 can't quite understand now 
how she let anyone in.” 

* How did you hear about it?” 

“From her grandchild. Yesterday I met her 
{n the villege, and stopping to give her some 
chocolates the child began to -prattle-about the 
nice gentleman who had given her the sweeties 
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A THIN COCOA. 
| 


 EPPS’S 


The choicest roasted nibs of the natural Cocoa on 

} being subjected to powerful hydraulic preseuré, give 
forth their excess of oi], leaving jor use a finely-flavoured 

powder—a product which, when p 1 with boiling 

| water, has the consistence of tea, of which it is now, 
| with many, beneficially taking the place. Its active 
| principle being a gentile nerve stim t, supplies the 
needed exergy without unduly exciting the system. 

Sold only in labelled tins, If unable to obtain itof your 

| tradesman, a tin will be sent post free for 9 stamps.— 
James Epps and Co., Lrp., Hemeopathic Chemists, 


“ GOCOA 
ESSENCE 


A BOOK FOR LADIES. 





The knowledge contained in this book ie of PRICE 
LESS VALUE TO EVERY MARRIED LADY, and has 
the means of brightening the lives of thousands 
It contains a large amount of valuable information 
All will profit by reading it, as the knowl gainea 
is priceless, and cannot but do good. Sent sealed 
envelope for two stamps. 
A lady writes us: “I have read your book. It uw 
simply invaluable, atid gave me the information I have 
| sought after for years.” 


B. VIMULE, Dalston Lane, London, N.E 


‘Howto Play the Piano. 


Unique Tutor by PROF. MUNRO. - 
This marvellous tutor (self-instractor) is comprehensive, ful) 
musit size, and as simple as ARC. It enables anyone, with o: 
without previous knowledge of music, to learn iu leas than 
week to play the piano or beaatifully, accompany songs m 
all keys, improvise, and play dance music. Most strongly recom 
mended to all music lovers by the Weekly Timez and other papers 
Absolutely invaluable aaa time saverand pleasuregiver. You can 
| now become immediately your own accompanist, eto, Everyone is 
} charmed with it. Post free, 3s 6d. 


VOICE PRODUCTION AND SINGING. 


New Treatise based on the trne Italian method, showing how to 
breathe, produce, and preserve the voice; also bow to phrase a» 
sing with ease, good taste and effect. Very highly recommended 
by eminent anthorities. Lavaluable ta all Singers, Clergymen aud 
Public Speakers, free, Is. y 


‘THE TEMPLE PUBLISHING CO., 
14e, Bell Yard, London, W.C. 











THE GIRL OR WOMAN 
THAT WORKS 


and does the necessary work in a house for a family, finds 
it warm, weary work. Thousands of women whose husbands 
are only in moderate circumstances have to beat this hard- 
ship uncomplaining!ly. When » woman has health and 
strength she can do this—but when, as is often the case, she 
is suffering from nervousness, debility, general weaknes and 
ill-hea\th, it makes lifea burden. Ef such women would only 
wear the Electropathic Belt what a difference there would be, 
nerve troutles, weakoess, that tired and languid feeling, 
headaches, loss of *P yeti"e, and ill-health would soon be 4 
thing of the past. you are a sufferer, grasp the oppor- 
tunity to rid yourself of this state of affairs and get perfect 
health. Thousands of suffering women have been cured— 
you can read their letters if you call, or write for copies and 
advice on your case, free, to 


The Medical Battery Co., Ltd., 489, Oxford Street, London, W., naming this paper. © 
Send at once, get health and strength, and you'!! wonder why you never seut before. 





dl 


THE LONDON READER. 






453 











uickly and get your hat. 
must be back aoon.” 

Molyneux flew <ff and w 
ve minutes to accompany her 


in 

The girls were rather silent as they walked 
alonge Both were busy thinking—Eonice of the 
morrow, which would ses her the bride of the 
man whose worth and devotion she had at last | 
learnt to appreciate, and Maggle, with reflections 
as to how she would get on quite alone, for the 
Dowager Lady Molyneux was going to make her 
we with her daughter in the}sanny South of 

Dee, 

The doctors bad ordered it, England wrs too 
cold for her, the past severe winter had tried 
her falling health terribly and brought on a 
chest affection which they thought would prove 
fatal unless she went to a warmer climate; so 
{t had been decided that after the honeymoon 
was over she should join Eunice at Marseilles, 

Tt was not until after a bard struggle that 
Lady Molyneux yielded to the prayers and en- 
treaties of her daughter, and Maggie and Lionel, 
and copsented to go. 

She dreaced that the carefully kept secret 
might be disclosed to her son if she were not 
ab the Hall ever watchful, ever vigilant to pre- 
vent the disclosure, 

The horrible skeleton had been carefully 
hidden for a quarter of a century; he was en- 
tlrely ignorant of the doom that was in the 
blood of the Moiyneuxe; and she knew 
that the concealment of it wceuld probably 
avers those dreaded conseg! 


ences, while the 
revelation thereof would bring about what she 
most wished to avoid, and the ghastly heredi- 
tary malady develop itself in her dearly-loved aon. 

Still her strep was falling rapidly, and, so 
Eunice told her, if she remained in chilly Eog- 
land she would dle, and he so lose the benefit of 
her never care, while in France she 
ay eesoret, =e oo to watch him from 
afar, and go to him ff it became necessary, so 
she yielded; for the ever- pain, the 
aching care of the awful secret had well-nigh 
worn her ont, and she longed for a little rent, a 
little peace before she 

Besides, she reasoned, he might never be- 
come mad now. He was happy in the fond 
love of his wife and child ; he had everything 
money could procure and good fortune bestow ; 
there was nothing wanting, nothing to mar the 
perfect contentment of his life, the even beati- 
tude of his existence; nothing to worry or 
annoy, or disturb bim in any way, and it was only 
mental trouble that would be dangerous R his 
sanity, therefore she might leave him without 
much fear. 


"(To be continued.) 


Tar Sropy Commencep m No. 1885, 
CaM STILL BE BAD, 


Back Numpers 








Tue Great Eastern Railway Company are 
issuing 4 compact and handy “' Tourlst’s Guide 
to the Continent” at the low price of sixpence. 
To intending travellers on the Continent this 
little guide will tell much that {is well worth 
knowing. The chapter entitled “Much Useful 
Information” should not be mised. ‘he book 
is complete with mtp:, plans of the chief cities, 
and Mustrations, and readable sccounts of the 
moat intereating places In Norway and Sweden, 
Belgiam, y; and Swi’ zerland, 
Everyone to whom the anual question ‘‘ Where 
shall we go?” is now presenting iteelf, should 
obtain +t little guide, and find a speedy 


PACETIR. 


loafer is a felier dat loafe, of course!” The 
Bowery Chicken: “ Dat shows your ignorance. 
A loafer is a feller dat loafe and hzs no bank | 
account.” 
Sut: “Indeed, {t's nob an easy thing for a 
girl to get’ a husband,” He: “ Why, a pretty 
1 can make her choice of four out of every | 
ve men she meets!” She: “Bat Iv’s the fifth 
she wants,” 
Wirz (after house-cleaning): ‘‘It tekes o 
woman to bring order out of chaos,” Husband 
(rushing wildiy around after hie belongings): 
“Tt takes 8 woman to make a chaos that looks 
like order.” 
Lavy (engaging servant): ‘‘And do you un- 
derstand how to take care of a bicycle and keep 
it clean?’ Servant: ‘No, ma’am; but I can 
give you the sddress of the place where I get 
mine cleaned.’ 
ProtograPuer : “ This is your son’s portrait. | 
He ordered it some weeks ago,” Customer: | 
‘It’s just like him. Has he paid you?" Photo. | 
grapher: “No, not yet.” Oustomer: *' That's | 
still more like him.” 

Brown: “Bat why do you stop so often? 
Can’t you keep up with me!” Typewriter (who | 
is rather shaky in ber orthograpby): ‘‘Oh, yes; | 
but your language Is so eloquent that I frequently | 
find myeelf epe)lbound.” 

Wim: ‘Pa, is every word in the dic- 
tionary?” Pa: “No; 1 think not, my son. 
Every now and then a new one comes into ure.” | 
Willie : ‘* What’s the last word, then, pat” Pa: 
**T don’t know. Go and ask your mother.” 

'* Dip yon tell that young man not to call here | 
any more?” asked Mabel's father, severely. | 
“N—no.” “Why not?” 





“I didn’t think 1» | 


any more. He calls seven times a week.” 

" Gentteuen,” said the professor, ‘ this {fs one | 
of the moet dangerous experiments known to 
sclence, The slightest mishap, and the experi- 
menter will be Llown to atoms. I will now step 
into the next room while my assistant performs 
the experiment.” 

PamantHroric Ord Lapy: ‘I fear that you 
lack application and persistency. When you once 
begin a good thing, never stop till you have 
finished 1t.”—-Toil Not Orspin: “ You conwiuce 
me, leddy. That'll be my motter from now on. 
1 was only goin’ ter eat half of this here ple, but 
V'tl fintsh it ef it founders me. You has made a 
new man o’ me, Ieddy.” 


was necessary, I don’t see how he could call | 


“ AND remember, Bridget, there are two things 
I must Insist upon—truthfulness and obedience.” 
*' Yis, mum ; and when ycu tell me to teli the 


Brapoace Bitt: “ Wot fs a loafer? Why o } ladies you're out when you're In, which shall it 


be, mum!” 
Lawyer: “Where did he kiss you?” Pretty 
Defendant: ‘On the mouth, sir.” Lawyer - 


“No, no! You don't understand. I mean, 
where were you!” Defendant (blushing): “ In 
his arms, sir.” 


Trish BagristerR (addressing the beneb): 
“Your Honour, I shall firep absolutely prove te 
the jury that the prisoner could not have com- 
mitted the crime with which he is charged. If 
that does not convince the jury, i sha!l show that 
he was insane when he committed it. If that 
fails, I shall prove an alibl.”’ 

Sus looked trusiingly into his syes and smiled. 
“Papa says I shall never have one penny of bis 
money if I marry you,” she said, ‘‘ but I am glad 
of that, I prefer to owe everything to my hus- 
band.”—"' Bat ycu forget,” he returned, ner- 
Tr “that that will make it necessary for 
your husband to owe everything too.” 

‘* Ang you serfously {11} ’ asked the well-mean- 
ing friend.—" Oh, no,” answered the dyspeptic, 
with a jarring, sarcastic laugh, ‘'I’m hurt all 
over, and don’t care whetber the sun rises te- 
morrow or not. Bat I’m not serlously ill, I'm 
jocosely, filppantly, and farcically ill. I'm golng 
through all the symptoms, but I don’) mean one 
of them.” 

“Wire!” cried bis eldest sister from the 
window ; ‘* you two boys get out of that ham- 
mock—you'll break it. It wasn't made for two!” 


| —'* Two little fellows like me and Tummy break 


it down!” exclaimed the boy.—' Yes, you will.” 
— An’ last night, when that Mr, Smithkins was 
calliog on you, an’ you got tired sittin’ in the 
pore’, an’———-"—"" Never mind, Wilile,” she in- 
terrupted hastily, '' perhaps it’s all right.” 
Patient: ‘' No, doctor, there Isn’s any partl- 
cular pain; but somehow I feel as if I were 
going to die.” Doctor (who has been called out 
ot bed at two o'clock In the morning): “ Let me 
feel your pulee.” (After a moment): ‘' Have you 
made your will)” Patient (alarmed): “No; 
but——” Doctor: “Who Is your lawyer!” 
Patient: “Mr, Studds, Why, doctcr? Do you 
think-——” Doctor: “Then you had better 


| send for him. Who is your minister!” Patient 


(still more alarmed): *' The Rev. Mr. S—— Am 
I-——"’ Doctor: “I think he had better be sent 
for.” Patient (badly frightened): ‘' Ob, doctor, 
do you really think I am going todle 1” Doctor : 
“No, I don’t. There’s nothing at all the matter 
with you ; but I hate to be the only man who 
has been made aa idiot of to-night.” 





HIS Machine does 
plated fittings. It wor 


trouble. No teac! 





machines costing higher prices. Entirely 


fashioned troublesome machines, - 

well. Sént Carriage Paid for 4s. 6d.; two for 8s. 6d. Extra Needles, 6d. and 

ls. per packet. Write for Press Opinions and Testimonials, or call and see the 

Machines at work. Address— 
vv 


4./- SEWING MACHINE - 


“As —— to Her Imperial Majesty the Empress Alexandra of Russia.” 


bear com with that of other 
e of metal, with steel and 
has no complicationli ke other 


work which 


ks at grea’ tn It 0 
machines, therefore does not require to be learnt. No winding of bobbins. No 
. No experience ; and is everywhere superseding the old- 


It works fine or coarse materials equally as 


MACHINE CO., 


84 DEPT 31 BROOKE STREET, HOLBORN, LONDON, E.C. 
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SOCIETY. 


Tu Queen fs mach relieved thab the question 
of the Saxe-Coburg and Gotha succession has 
been settled. The German Emperor ie dis- 
appointed that tha heir is not the Duke of Oon- 
naught or his son. Hii 


Kina Huxwex: of Italy fe a vegetarian, and 
never feels so well as when his fare iz , 
potatoes and oranges. Queen Margharita has 
made repeated attempts to become s vegetarian, 
bat has given up in despair, belog fond of a 
“ generous diet,” 


Tue Qaeen fs so anxious to minimise all rick 
of fire ab Balmoral that while ahe is in residence 
at the Castle no fuél is used but birchwood, 
which causes extremely Uttle amoke or soot, and 
all the chimneys are swept once « fortulght 
She recently commanded the Firemaster of 


Aberdeen to report on the fire appliances in the 
Oaatle. . 


Tus Empress Eagéale isin better health, and 
looks forward to apart of the sutamao 
at Birkhall, near Balmoral, which the Qaeen has 
offered to place at her disposal. The Empress {a 
devotedly attached to Her Majesty. The Queen 
bas always treated her with consistent kindness 


and pathy, aud the Empress speaks of 
He: Majesty aa her frond tn vesd and in 


Aurnouch the Dachess of York has already 
fallen » victim to the collecting craze, 
which on the Continent has developed into a 
perfect , the fad has not taken a very firm 
hold Ia va ager fw But we may 
now expect that ft will spread with alarming 
rapidity, since the Queen has commenced to 
make a colicction, The young Queen of Holland 
hes sent Her Majesty a fine assortment from 
Holland ; and from , Of course, a speci- 
men of every new issue will reach her. 
éganeel of Denmark, oo ag agape his 

. birthdsy io of 
vitality and . Hisw soldier’ 
little a the pe oon ay 5 Bare 


ment that he does nop possess being cycling. 
The young Dake of Abbruzzla finds his chief 
pleasure in travelling and yachting. Prince 


voyages on his yacht, The King 
also fond of yachting. The King 
enthasiastic sportsman, and looks: 
hie favourite pastime, 





STATISTIOS, 


From 1883.to 1887, inclusive, 1,030 persons 
were killed by lightning. 

Foity 2.500 persons commit suicide in Russia 
every year. 

As many as 4,000 dates have been gathered 
from a single palm. 

Tiere are 565 doge in the United Kingdom 
to every thousand inhabitants. 

THE greatest depth to which a ship has been 
anchored is 2.000 fathoms—considerably more 
than two miles, 





GEMS. 


CLEVER persons often bore stupid ones more 
than atupld ones bore them. 

Tue cleverest thing a clever person can do is 
to make one forget be Is clever and only re- 
member thet he is charming. 


Onx word of good advice to touch the beart | °% 


at a eultable season with a kindly reason, will 
do more good than a whole lecture. 
Eveay promise we make and break makes a 
weak place in our armour of self{-defence-and 
Before you make a promise consider 
well, then, when it ls made, ve {b on the 
tablets of your memory till 





over the pu bake of a light brown, aad 
serve. 

Haxticort or Vsau.—Take the best end of a 
small neck ; cub the bones short, but leave {t 
hele ; thee pet ts fate ens sare covered 
with brown gravy ; and whem {t is nearly done, 
have ready a pint of pead, aix cucumbers 
Eine qeartrn all stewed Ri 6.tie broth pet 

; s ; 
non bs the veal, and Jet them cata 
migutes. When the veal is ia the pour the 


é 
i 


gathered crab-ap ia an earthenware jar, and 
poten lepers atand 10 In » tin containing 
Soe barge: the oven ; let is boil in this. way 
for twenty minutes, then add about. one 
pint of boiling water to each two pounds of fruit, 
and let them continue bollling till tender, adding 
(nl anon taggers Sopp ge When 
the apples are. tender, will_be in about 





MISCELLANEOUS. 
Lonpow Is te havea school. of instruction for 
Braaw, will exhibit 500 varieties of serpents at 


the Paris display in 1900. 
Ix a cuble foot of sea-water 
there have been found 25,000 living creatures. 


sere ond ig Goran. Th eee 
four-hundreddh of wn luch in thickness, 


in 

ate one 

A wrsoat made of pumloe-stone has been 

tested. It continued to float with a load even 
when fall of water. “vA —_- 

Tue flower in the world fe the Rafflssia 

Arnoldi, of Samatra, Its size is three feet 

in diameter—shout the elzs of a wheel. 





fn Fairplay, I should let myself 
These sacs end as pembe os cones, 
swarm ip our houses and in our ships, Wherever 


when {tis remembered that thelr agility enables 
them to ascend or reneiiets orak erties 
aan heer on b, and sample article of 

not it will be ad- 
mitted that the man invents 8 sure means 
of rid of them deserves the Monthyon 
prize ac the latest and greatest benefactor of his 


tn seeder’ ta tnjectél Tear. 
way ? 
cracks, &c, Ordinarily, “beetle” - powder 
Fag ohn oe one, 
are on prowl, 
bat by mena of bellows Vermite is brought 
right to the Insects in thelr dens, and they 
forthwith rush of th “shoals to stagger 
about and die, The inventor that the 
Insects pa nee coneeabie Cas. powder, which 
I can believe ; the odour does the business 
and them out of thelr haunts to die in the 
; aud {i is In the of this odour 
ther in| Th powell 
or any © 
oustetle peta, Th fn fatal onily to and is 
just as to and fleas as to bi In 
room after room of the vessel, and along the 
various the cockroaches had to come cut 
ptm A swarmed, to the intense 
pen grt crew, Who had st last got even 
with their tormentors. Unless we are going to 
stand by our cockroaches, and other peste, Ver- 
mite has s great future before ft, 
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NEXT WEEK WILL COMMENCE 


A SERIAL TALE 


ENTITLED : 


BROWN EYES AND BLUE. 


Ce wreRw eT ee es rer arr * er ew owe os 


We have every confidence our readers will like this prettily-written 


Story of the joys and sorrows of Celia Lascelles and her true lover, 


and. the mysterious tragedy that parted them. 





} 
| A Loven or raz “Loxpon Reapsa.’ — The best 
MOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. | thing to dots to live carefully and well, evald fat and 
1 foods, sugar, and sweets. Hat only in 
Peet f-h-4 and e all the exercise you can daily. 


C. B.—We never give trade addresses. 

Sorrre,—You are a tenant from year to year. 

Oro Reaper.—Impossible to give the estimate. 
Axxrovs,—The will take the whole amount. 
Marrr,—She 
Muce Waonanp.—We thik you’ might recover | stalwart 


imo en 
| by a little care, and attending to above roles. 
} a the constitution 
| Putice tenses” Soutey a 


The so-called ‘‘cures'’ are of little use as a rule, and 
But you should benefit much 


Jace AND a Tonge are rd for marrying varies 
and babits of the 


their 
balter the question of legitimacy. | Fob ivy ae at to mature earlier than the less 


dame ges. rule, a man should be over his twen' year, and 
Ree mn affeot thy validity cf your | grt wpe bem as five yeors A women 
CG. 0.—Prepare a fiver for dancing ee wading Bs 

"x, 3, Ze-Tou had oh ete ay fll abe eco eee 
Nothing 


and let d 
Ie Dirvicotty.—Ask your princfpal bookseller | the floor snd’ work it weil to with the 
advertise, wk does the floor more good a’ 


| children allde on it. yd of preparing the floor 


_ Disrrtaae.—The len! remonelation of Cirencerter is gives  beantifal surface. evand there df nothing ta it 


every thin 
Eowarn.—A sentence to bard labedr results: tn lees | THE QUIET HOUR. 
— , Ww has let her fires burn ¢ 
Baap Worsen.—Not if yourd@eome from all sources Tor Boe embers th the ~<a 
is under £)60 a year. ~ And care with folded havds 
Morner Howzarv.—Fach bird yields on.an average | Yorgets her toil and drops to rest ; 
half a pound of down. mn Si 
Nenvovs—The bridegroom goes separately, acoom- | on tindowy yiets Keg ad 
panted by his best man. | asi Sas ctlence temubbees * 
Ri Fioary.—Write to the Secretary of the | Revives the drooping leaves gain 


Article Olnb, moog Palace, Sydenham, 3.E. 


MiszRaBLE Mona —Let the selfish creature go, end | 
rejoien that you Sound out betere it wan Soe Inte. ls 


Nuwiy Wep.—The silver cam be kept bright by | 


the soothing power 
Of ministries that nature holds 
To bless us in the quiet hoar. 


putting it into an air-t Spe nee | 
Bp ug on: the size Mion ot } We need not heed them in the din 
Lime Bees — You oan maya not ng i the ba 

8 
SS ee tioney. for tosiatenenee of wealth and fashion meet ; 
A Beorever.— berg ‘te enough for even But duties done, and thought released, 
the mort enthusiastic bicyolist to st cag fx om Aud daylight closing like a flower, 
and for the average girl ten or twelve are sufficient, | With ‘a dear peace euwrapping all, 
Daxs Doepgs.— are : To two How precious te the quist hour! 
flour, allow one sugar, one.peand butter, four | 
oggn, a pinch of damon. and 6 little mili. 


E 
: 
8 
i 


the ; 
paper, and all the poilsh wil be removed, louvin the head milliner in warehouse you could 
rough obscured » which cannot possibly wear | taught how to do ce: tain thet are neat enon: 


out 
better we do; think we should 
before catrusted our happlsess toiso Sdklominded «| Geumed Snatsuction herself, he con st lassi may where 
Loxpowen.—Spiit the maskerel in. A Oo Rmapsn.—We sre afraid that the onl 

bone; tris into dw. je aa ——-: superfinous is by means of 
them, and try in deep Ag ee browned the is s painfuland ys yang 
butter. ane = | process. We do not think you would fin fretog it 

ous—even were 


i 
E 











K. D.—Asis well known, the civil year consists of 
865 days, 5 hours, 48 minutes, 49°7 seconds, But one 
day added to every fourth year is equivelent to 6 hours 
each year, which is 11 minutes, 10°3 seconds too much. 
Hence at the end of qery eee divisible by 460 it is 
nécessary to retain th ap Year, and to suppress it at 
the end of those centuries not divisible by 400. This 
atrangement equelises the difference. For instance, 

600 was a Leap Year, 1700 and 1800 were not, nor will 
1900 be, though 2000 will be a Leap Year. 








KEARSLEY'S: 


10 YEARS REPUTATIGS 


WIDOW 'WELCH'S 
FEMSLE PILLS. 
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eee Sari mask ey 
£20 ea —a 
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KEATINGCS | 
POWDER 
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ee 


QUICELY CORRECT ALI. IRENGCLANITIES, REMOVE ALI 
OBSTRUCTIONS, and relieve the distressing symptoms #0 
prevalent with the sez. Boxes,1/14 & 2/ 9 (contains three 
times the quantity), of all C hemists. Sent xr 1ere 
on receipt of 15.0r 84 stamps, by EB. T. TOWLE Co., 
ufacturers, Dryden 8%., Nottingham. 
arr of Imitations, injurious and worthicss. 


TRY IT ON 


Dab a small 
quantity on a 
Penoy & leave 
it over night. If 
it sets up acid 
the surface will 
become green 
with Verdigris. 


“MATCHLESS” 


will not tarp 
meta! greenand 
Ca is therefore free 
« from acid. 


‘wera. POLISH 


























to, 
“MATCHLESS 


And take no other 
Paton, Calvert & Co., Liverpool. 














Tax Loxpow Beaver can be sent to any part of the 


Three-halfpence Weekly ; or Quarterly, 
and Bightpence. — it, becrtption 
for the Monthly Pat, Pus, sending Carn Shristnsa Part, 
Right Shillings and Rightpence, post-free. 


Nommees, Pants and Votuwe are ip 
sed coh ante boned hang Beckauliane, 


NOTICE.—Part 4€0 is Now Ready, Sixpence, 
os Hh ng oe ang Also Vol. If., bound in 


cloth, 4s. 
fax INDEX ro Vou. LXXIL ts now Ready; Price 
onsbakn pal free, Three-haltpence. 

Aw. Lerrens ro xe Appressep To THe Enron 
76 Lompon Reapru, 26, Catherine Street, Strand, 


“ . We cannot undertake to return rejected manu- 
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Aug. 19, 1899. 
PPRPEPEPLP OY 


j RECOMMENDS ITSELF. It is Efficacious, 
Economical, Cleanses the Teeth, Removes Tartar, 


Prevenis Decay, and is a pleasant and reliable 


Dentifrice. 
TOOTH PASTE In Collapsible Tubes. Of all Druggists, or from the 


Proprietor for One Shilling, Postage Paid. 


BEECHAM’S PHOTO-FOLIO. 


_ _ ‘A sure sign that we are already in the season of seaside visitors is seen in the piles of ‘ Beecham’s Views’ on the newsagents’ counters. . . . These 
views are beautifully executed, considering the price at which they are turned out. And what is more, they sel! beautifully, as articles of good value for money 
always do sell." —Bo24 and News Trades Gazette. . 


‘* Marvellous value for the price.”—Pudlishers’ Record. 


_., & CREAT PUBLISHING SUCCESS, being the most complete Series of Views of the British Isles yet placed 
within reach of the people. Seven millions of these books have been printed since January, 1897. The Series of 120 Volumes 
(94 of England and Wales, 20 of Scotland, and 6 of Ireland) have been published in book form, arranged in local combination, each 
book containing 24 Photographic reproductions of well-selected views of the most interesting objects,and places of architectural and 
historical interest, and the choicest bits of scenery and beauty in each district. The Series consist of nearly 3,000 views, which are 
beautifully repeneees on ee a One pate ee art paper. Your Newsagent will give you full particulars and procure yt 
as many volumes as you wish at NY each, or you can fill your i iti jetor © 
“ BEECHAM’S PILLS,” St. Helens, Lancashire. eS, re Leet athe cong eee 


Londen : Published by the Proprietor at 26, Catherine Street, Strand, and printed by Woopratt and Kurosr, Long Acre, W.0 





